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UNCLE 
SIDNEY 


6 ncle Sidney; said her mother. “You know Un- 
cle Sidney. 
Julie didn't know Uncle Sidney. She hadn't seen 


him for ages, not since she was quite small. “Well anyway 
he's going to come while I'm away. You certainly can't be 
here on your own. It would probably be illegal for one 
thing” 

Julie said sharply that that was ridiculous. ‘I am 16, 
mother. You know that. I will soon be 17. I am certainly 
allowed io stay by myself and I don’t know why I can't! 

From this riposte it might be surmised that Julie 
Maytıeıd was not a very respectful young person. That 
would be correct. Like many girls of her-age nowadays 
she considered 16 to be very grown up. Why did she have 
to be treated like a schoolgirl — although of course she 


was one. Why in particular did she have to wear a school 
uniform? And also, naturally, why couldn't she stay out 
at night for as long as she wanted and with whoever she 
pleased? Oh yes, Julie Mayfield was a prime example of 
a at that awkward age. Some people no doubt 
would have said $he needed her bottom smacked. But who 
would dare say that to someone like Julie? One would not 
dare to mention such a thing in this day and age. 

Would one? 

Certainly Shirley Mayfield, Julie's mother, wouldn't and 
as for her father he was not around. Flown the coop some 
years hence. This lack of a father figure had no doubt con- 
tributed to Julie’s arrogance and awkwardness. Uncle 
Sidney though? Uncle Sid? Could he be one of those father 
figures? 

“1 don't need Uncle Sidney here. Tell him we've made 
other arrangements, Mum. Phone him up. 

Julie of course had her own ideas of how she might con- 
duct herself in her mother’s absence (a week’s.visit to an 
old school friend). Friends could be invited to the house. 
Girlfriends and also certain boys. Parties could be held 
until quite late. There were all kinds of things that could 
be done which would not be possible-with Uncle Sidney's 
presence. No, Uncle Sidney was definitely not required. 

But fortunately Julie's mother held firm. Fortunately in- 
deed for all of us. For all right-minded citizens have an 
interest in such as Julie who, unchecked, can so easily 
grow up into real delinquents. No doubt many right- 
minded citizens would be only too pleased to get at her 
themselves, to show Julie how she should be behaving. 
To showrher indeed how that rather plump and saucy bot- 
tom should be dealt with if she wanted to be awkward and 
arrogant. But that sadly is not possible for the average 
right-minded citizen. So, yes, it was very fortunate that 
Shirley Mayfield held firm. 

‘Tve already told him, dear. He's agreed. We can't 
change it now. And anyway... 

‘I hope she’s not too awkward,’ she told Sidney Mayfield 
apprehensively on the phone. ‘I mean she has got awfully 
wilful She felt quite embarrassed at the thought of how 
her daughter might act. Julie could be very difficult. And 
her brother-in-law Sidney; he was a bachelor. No ex- 
perience of growing girls, of girls like Julie. Poor Sid. 
What was he letting himself in for? 

‘If he comes here I shall bloody well tell him what 1 
think’ declared an irate Julie. ‘I don't want him in this 
house. I shall stay out and he bloody well won't stop me’ 

Oh dear, oh dear. Shirley Mayfield shuddered. ‘Please 
don't talk like that, Julie” 

For answer Julie said succinctly, ‘Shit!’ Which goes to 
show just how far standards have fallen away. Really girls 
like Julie do desperately need one of those traditional no- 
nonsense father figures. For their own good. But Sidney 
Mayfield? Was he one? Could he fill this demanding bill? 
Perhaps, as Shirley thought, being a bachelor he wasn’t 
up to it. And Julie would simply run wild, as she had 
threatened. 

Uncle Sidney didn't look too much of a problem, Julie 
decided when he arrived. Just an ordinary looking bloke, 
nothing special. Nothing to scare her, certainly. She wasn’t 
absolutely sure yet how she would react to him, now that 
her stupid mother had agreed to him coming and there 
was nothing that could be done about that. She could either 
be aggressive and unco-operative — or alternatively try 
being saucy and seductive. 

Well of course Julie felt she was quite grown up. Boys 
and men too, she knew, gave her appreciative glances — 
and no doubt would do more, given the opportunity. She 
had a good figure, quite big boobs and nice legs. So that 
the latter could be properly seen and admired Julie had 
made her mother shorten her school skirt so that it finished 
halfway up her thighs. Her mother had protested but Julie, 
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as was her wont, had insisted. Other girls had them short 
and if she had to wear a school uniform she wasn't going 
to look like a young kid. 

Julie was wearing her uniform when Uncle Sidney ar- 
rived, having just got back from school. Her mother had 
made some tea and then was going off, with some trepida- 
tion as to how poor Sid was going to cope. Julie sized him 
up. Sitting on the sofa she was making sure he got a good 
look at her legs in her ultra-short pleated skirt. And her 
boobs too. Was he noticing everything? Perhaps she would 
try the saucy approach, that would be more interesting. 
But Uncle Sidney didn't look at all scary. She was quite 
sure she could handle him all right. 

And what was Sidney Mayfield thinking? As he sat 
across from this undoubtedly attractive creature who was 
virtually a stranger. She was showing an awful lot of leg, 
at times up to and including brief white knickers. What 
was he thinking? Was he up to the task? Well, it is all very 
well for the armchair observer to say it’s easy. That as soon 
as her mother had left he should take her over his lap and 
get those skimpy knicks down and simply lay into that 
plump bum. It is easy to say this but carrying it out is 
maybe not so straightforward. Certainly. not for some peo- 
ple. It all depends. And Sid...? 

As soon as her mother had gone Julie turned to Uncle 
Sidney and pulled her shoulders back so that her quite big 
boobs were nice and prominent. A sweet smile. ‘I shall 
be going out this evening, Uncle Sidney. Round at a 
girlfriend’s. Don't bother to wait up for me if I’m late’ 

Sidney Mayfield blinked. ‘Does your mother, er, agree 
to this?’ he asked mildly. 

‘Oh yes; answered Julie, happy to tell a lie. Her mother 
tried to get in by 10.30 at the latest and she always waited 


up. 

Uncle Sidney didn't seem to know what to say. Had her 
mother given any specific instructions? Julie produced 
another sweet smile. ‘It's OK, Uncle Sidney. Really. You 
don't need to worry. I am nearly 17, you know. 

She pulled her shoulders back even more. Uncle Sidney 
was going to be all right. Easy. And she would use her 
sexy approach. Was he looking at her boobs? What she 
would do was take her bra off. Her mother never let her 
go without a bra but some girls did and Julie could easily 
as well, her tits were nice and firm and without a bra they 
were really something. Enough to make boys — and men 
— go all weak at the knees. And Uncle Sidney? 

Sidney blinked when she came down a little later. Was 
she...? Didn't she...? Under the blouse? And there was 
undoubtedly lipstick, and eyeshadow, as well. Plus of 
course that very short skirt. 

Julie gave him a sexy smile. “Remember, don't wait up 
for me, Uncle Sidney! She flounced out. Sidney Mayfield 
shook his head. 

He did wait up of course. ‘I told you not to stay up, 
Julie told him angrily. It was almost 12 o'clock. Sidney 
pursed his lips. Had she been all this time at her friend’s? 
Was he allowed to ask? For all he knew she could have 
spent the whole evening doing what her mother wouldn’t 
approve of with some local youth. Even three or four local 
youths. Sidney watched the round bottom swaying seduc- 
tively up the stairs. He shook his head, frowning. 


* * * 


“No; said Sidney. Quite firmly. 

“What? Julie looked up, disbelieving. 

Sidney's voice was still quite mild. But firm. ‘I said No. 
You're not going out’ 

‘What was this? It was the next day, after school, tea time. 
Julie had casually announced that she was going out again. 
She didn’t really need to tell him of course but had done 
so just to be polite. Uncle Sidney was all right. But she 


would tell him definitely not to stay up tonight. But now... 
Her voice hardened. ‘Of course I’m going out. 

“No; said Sidney. “You are not. You're staying in and 
doing some work. I imagine you've got homework to do’ 

Julie gave an incredulous laugh. Homework! She stood 
up from the table. “Tam going out. And you bloodly well 
won't stop me.’ 

The sexy approach clearly needed to be supplemented 
by pure aggression. Could our Sidney cope with this? 

He gave her a cool, even stare. “You are staying in. And 
also I don't like your language. So unless you can apologise 
you will get something else. A well-tanned bottom” 

Oh dear! I say! 

Julie looked slightly apoplectic. Words, as they say, fail- 
ed her. Had Uncle Sidney gone mad? She struggled for 
an answer. And then found one. “Bugger off, she spat out. 

Ah! Sidney rose to his feet. Slightly pink in the face 
perhaps. The excitement induced by realisation that bat- 
tle had commenced. There was no going back now. 

“Right Miss. I shall spank your bottom. We will have 
those knickers down and I shall give it such a tanning that 
you won't want to sit on it for a week. Get up to your room 
and get them off! 

Uncle Sidney had gone mad. Stark staring mad. Julie 
shook her head. Her face was red now, quite a bit redder 
than Uncle Sidney's. ‘No, she said. Somehow, with that 
look on his face, she decided against another ‘Bugger off. 

Sidney put his face close to hers. ‘If you like, Julie, I 
can call all the neighbours in to watch. I’m sure they’d 
be very happy to watch it. Have them all in here and if 
necessary get one or two to hold you if you’re awkward 
and unco-operative. Would you prefer that, young lady?’ 

‘Oh God. Could he mean it? He couldn't. But Julie could 
imagine one or two people in the street that she’d been 
cheeky or rude to just jumping at that chance. 

‘No? she said. But this time not so aggressively. And 
then she added, not aggressively at all, ‘Please.’ 

Can this be possible, one asks? Has our Sidney trium- 
phed, just like that? Because it looks as if the corner has 
been turned. That fiendish suggestion has been too much. 

‘Go up on the stairs and wait for me, Julie. Go up and 
wait while I finish my tea. When I'm ready I shall come 
up and deal with you’ 

Julie hesitated. 

“Unless of course you do want me to go and fetch the 
neighbours?’ 

She turned. And silently made for the door. A meek, 
contrite walk, with none of that saucy bottom action. 
Sidney blinked, and sat down. He took up his tea cup. 
His hand was shaking just a little. The excitement of the 
conflict, and the excitement of knowing that he'd won. And 
now shortly, when he was ready, his victory would be 
driven home. With the hard palm of his hand. 

Julie sat on the stairs. Feeling sick. Was Uncle Sidney 
really going to smack her bottom? It wasn't possible. This 
whole turn of events wasn't possible. How could he sud- 
denly turn out to be so awful. And so dominant. It was 
like a bad dream. But...what could she do? And...where 
was he? He was making her wait, that was what he was 
doing. Piling on the agony. Christ. She felt a sudden need 
to go to the loo. And after another nailbiting wait on the 
stairs the need to go again. Oh God... 

Then he appeared. Horrible Uncle Sidney. 

‘Right, young lady. Are we ready? Have you been think- 
ing of all your obnoxious behaviour? Have you been regret- 
ting it?” 

She hadn’t exactly but it probably wouldn't help to say 
so. “Yes; she said. ‘But...please, Uncle Sidney’ 

‘Do you regret the language you used?’ 

“Yes, I do...P'm sorry...but please, Uncle Sidney. 

“Good. There’s some hope then. Now go in your room 
and take your skirt and knickers off. When I come in in 
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two minutes I shall expect to find them off! 

Her skirt and knickers off. Julie looked at Uncle 
Sidney... 

Standing there by her bed, her hands in front of her. 
In front of her pussy. Which was bare because her skirt 
and knickers were on the bed. Because she had no choice. 
Just her school blouse on, and her tie. Socks and shoes. 
But other than that... 

Uncle Sidney came in Julie cringing. Standing there 
with her bottom bare, her pussy bare. He couldn't do this. 
“Good. That's right. That's better. Now let's see how 
it likes a good old-fashioned spanking, shall we?’ He was 
sitting down on the bed. 

“Come on. Let's have you’ 

She felt sick with embarrassment. No one had 
ever...Keeping her hands firmly in front of her she shuffled 
forward. But Uncle Sidney then said, ‘Put your hands 
behind your back. Come on, you've got nothing there to 
hide? And he made her do it, grabbing an arm away. She 
slid quickly down over his lap, so that he wouldn't see. 
Although of course he did. 

Uncle Sidney holding her hands behind her back. And 
his other hand then shockingly on her bare bottom. Posi- 
tioning it. And then.... 

Oh yes, Uncle Sidney was up to the task. Most definitely. 
No right-minded citizen could fail to be impressed as with 
a nice brisk tempo he splatted pis hand into the soft but 
resilient flesh. The firm bottom cheeks, the backs of the 
rounded thighs; every inch covered and recovered. 
Desperate yelps and squeals. Equally desperate struggl- 
ings, squirmings. But there was no escape, not from this 
clearly expert spanker that was Uncle Sidney. Surely, 
bachelor or not, he must have done this before? 

“How was that, Miss? How did you like that?’ 

Finally, many minutes later, it was Over. Julie standing, 
somehow, her bottom bright red, glowing. She didn’t 
answer. Speech for the moment was not possible. 

“Now you can go and sit on the stairs and consider the 
error of your ways. Sit there until I tell you you can move. 
And naturally without your skirt and knickers.’ 

Sidney made her stay like that, on the stairs, for a good 
half an hour betore he let her put her things back on. ‘And 
now get on with your homework. I shall want to see what 
you've done. First of all, though, there's the washing-up; 

Julie did as she was told without a murmur. Mute, still 
ina state of shock at what had happened. The world turn- 
ed upside down. There wasn't a peep out of her all evening. 

“What time are you supposed to go to bed?’ Sidney ask- 
ed somewhat later. Julie, who normally went to bed when 
she felt like it, made a non-committal reply. 

“Well, let’s say half past nine, shall we. Go and get your 
pyjamas on. 

Julie hadn't been'to bed at half past nine since she was 
about six, but she went silently off. You couldn't argue 
with Uncle Sidney, could you? 

Uncle Sidney came into her room a bit later. ‘So we're 
going to change our ways, are we?’ he asked. 

Julie gave him a quick look, then looked away. She didn’t 
even think to stick her tits out though her pyjama top was 
quite tight and thin and of course you didn’t have a bra 
or anything on underneath. She wasn’t feeling sexy. Just 
somewhat sorry for herself. She sniffed. 

‘Discipline is what all girls need, Julie? She sniffed 
again. And then one of Uncle Sidney’s hands was pulling 
down her pyjamas at the back. Pulling them down off of 
her so severely chastised bottom. 

‘How is it feeling now?” 

Maybe Uncle Sidney was going to take her over his lap 
again. Give her another going over. She shivered; surpris- 
ingly, or perhaps not, the words ‘Bugger off’ didn’t even 
enter her head. If he was going to then he was going to, 
and there seemed little she would be able to do about it. 


CHEATS 


he Changing Hoom was full of 

exhausted, mud and sweat- 

streaked figures. Some still 
wore white singlets and shorts. Some 
just shorts. Others, on their way to 
the showers, wore nothing at all. 

From the Shower Room came 
steam...and gasps and groans...as 
tired bodies were being revived. It 
had been a gruelling afternoon. A 
three-mile cross-country run through 
the Park on ground which racecourse 
officials would have described as 
‘Heavy.’ No one had been concern- 
ed with winning, simply getting 
round. There wasn't a single girl who 
didn't loathe cross-country running 
anyway but to make them do it under 
such conditions was barbaric. 

‘Under the showers, the lot of you, 
and get that grime off!’ 

Pants and singlets were hurriedly 
discarded, naked figures ran hither 
and thither. Miss Kitson was tall, 
hard-featured and athletically-built. 
Also, she was a proper martinet. All 
ofthem knew it. They also knew that 
she thought nothing of wielding a 
tubber-soled shoe in the 
gym...whacking it across the bottom 
of anyone who was not doing too 
well. Strictly speaking, this wasn't 
allowed but no one actually com- 
plained to the Head or anything like 
that. It was thought that that would 
only make matters worse. Also, since 
others put up with it, it would be jolly 
feeble to be the first one to ‘chicken 
out.’ There were certain codes at St. 
Joseph's. 

Steaming figures, drapped in 
towels, were coming back into the 
Changing Rooms. ‘Where’s Angela?’ 
demanded Miss Kitson. 

‘Still under the showers, Miss...’ 
answered someone. Miss Kitson 
looked grim...and, at that moment, 
the girl in question appeared in the 
changing room. 

‘I’m surprised you needed a 
shower, Angela,’ said Miss Kitson. 
The girl's eyes widened and she pull- 
ed her towel closer around her, as if 
for protection. 

‘|...1 was very m-muddy...Miss...’ 

‘But not as muddy as others, 
Angela,’ came back the riposte. ‘I 
suppose you imagined your little 
‘dodge’ went unnoticed. Angela had 
gone pale and was fidgetting. 

‘|....1 don't understand...M..Miss...” 

Miss Kitson looked impatient. 
‘Don’t treat me like a fool, girl!’ she 
snapped. 

‘Do you imagine | don’t have peo- 
ple looking out for girls like you? Girls 
who skive?’ The changing room had 
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gone quiet, but for a lot of heavy 
breathing. There was a mounting 
tension, too, in the humid air. ‘There 
are such things as Park Keepers, you 
know.’ 

Angela gasped and looked around 
as if for support. She got none. 
Stoney eyes gazed upon her. Frank- 


ly, she was not a popular girl; not in 
the St. Joseph’s mould really. Miss 
Kitson now addressed the assembl- 
ed company. ‘I have to tell everyone 
that Angela, here, did not complete 
the full course. In fact, she did less 
than a third of it. She was observed 
to hide in a hollow tree, then take a 
short ‘cut. | have a most reliable 
witness.’ 

There were gasps and snorts of in- 


dignation around the room. This was 
typical of Angela, everyone was 
thinking. While they'd been slogging 
their guts out, with thighs and calves 
aching abominably, she’d been tak- 
ing it easy. It simply wasn’t fair. The 
rotten little beast! No one said it, but 
it could be sensed that it was what 
everyone was thinking. ‘Have you 
anything to say, Angela?’ asked Miss 
Kitson. 

The blonde head hung low. ‘No, 
Miss — except — | didn’t f-feel very 
well —’ 

‘A likely story! If that were true, you 
should have gone to the San. and got 
a proper Medical Chit. It won’t wash, 
Angela.’ Again Miss Kitson address- 
ed the room in general. ‘I intend to 
deal with this matter at once,’ she 
stated firmly. ‘For this cheating...for 
that is what it is...Angela is going to 
get a good slippering.” 

There was a gasp of dismay from 
the girl and murmurs of approval all 
round. Serve her right was the 
general opinion. ‘B-but...Miss...’ 

‘Be quiet, Angela! Will someone let 
me have a plimsol, please?’ There 
was no lack of volunteers. Miss Kit- 
son chose one that a more thoughtful 
girl had already cleaned. ‘Follow me, 
Angela!’ The teacher spun on her 
heel and strode purposefully to a 
door which led to a chilly ante-room 
off the main changing room area. 

Angela followed, though reluctant- 
ly, her towel clutched close round her 
wet body. Miss Kitson stood, slipper 
in hand, in the middle of the little 
room; a shuffle of feet and an excited 
whispering behind Angela was ig- 
nored by the teacher. ‘Leave the door 
open, Angela,’ she said, thus con- 
doning the presence of the 
voyeuristic assembly in the doorway, 
flushed faces and bright eyes 
demonstrating the popularity of her 
decision to slipper the cheating 
Angela. 

‘Angela. Drop that towel and bend 
over this chair.’ 

*Ohhh...Miss...no...please...not 
here!’ Angela sounded rather 
desperate. The idea of a slippering 
was bad enough, but to get it in front 
of all her fellow pupils was positively 
awful. So utterly shaming! 

‘Angela...| won't repeat my order. 
l'Il have it taken off you.’ 

There appeared to be plenty 
behind her who would have been on- 
ly too happy to do so. Miss Kitson 
had correctly assessed the mood of 
the girls. Their resentment would be 
quite natural. 

With a sob, Angela dropped the 
big towel and stood nude, damp and 
steamy. Miss Kitson pointed to the 
chair. Now scarlet-cheeked, the girl 
brought her thighs close against the 
chair’s chill back. “You will bend right 
forward, Angela...palms flat on the 


seat.” 

‘Ooohh....Miss!’ 

Angela knew the Games Mistress 
too well not to realise the fully of de- 
fying her; that force would be used, 
if necessary, was beyond doubt. In 
addition, her punishment would be 
worse. Shoulders heaving, she bent 
as she had been instructed and her 
slim bottom was angled up as 
instructed. 

The girlish buttocks curved taut, 
the cleft between them widened. A 
deep sob of shame burst from 
Angela; her whole body shook. This 
was the most terrible thing which had 
happened to her in her young life. Of 
course, like most of the girls, she'd 
felt Miss Kitson’s slipper in the 
gym...and it had hurt. But never had 
she been stark naked before all her 
fellow pupils, with her bottom high in 
the air, knowing she was going to get 
far more than one stroke. Worst of all, 
she guessed that those who were 
looking on were going to enjoy it. 
They didn't like her much; she knew 
that. Angela had learnt to live with 
it...but it made her very unhappy. At 
17 itisn't nice to be unpopular. She 
sobbed deeply again, several times. 
And wished that she were dead. 

“A half a dozen on each cheek, 
Angela,' came Miss Kitson's crack- 
ing voice. ‘That might help to cure 
you of cheating!’ 

‘Ohhh...no...that’s too...’ 

Angela's protest was cut abruptly 
short as the plimsol came down with 
a resounding ‘Spllaatt’ on her right 
buttock cheek. It changed into an 
anguished yelp of pain. There were 
smug looks of satisfaction on the 
faces of many of those who watch- 
ed. They saw Angel's bottom twisting 
in dread. 

‘Keep your bottom square, girl! 
Have you no guts?’ It was a question 
often demanded of pupils at St. 
Joseph's. Angela knew it was 
something which she lacked. Com- 
pared with others, anyway. 

Sssppliilaaattt! This time, the left 
buttock cheek got it and, with hind- 
quarters twisting and juddering un- 
controllably, Angela howled. She 
simply couldn’t believe she was go- 
ing to get twelve like that! 

‘P-please, Miss...I’ll never do it 
again...oh...please...!” 

‘Get your bottom square,’ came 
that relentless voice. Miss Kitsom 
surveyed the smooth, trembling flesh 
with some satisfaction. This girl had 
deserved this kind of attention for 
some time. There was little doubt in 
her mind, if there were any kind of 
complaint, that she would get the 
Head's backing. Flinching nervous- 
ly, the girl’s bottom came up again. 

Sssppplllaaattt! Back to the right 
buttock cheek. Just a little lower. 
Another healthy looking splodge of 


pink-red. ‘Yes, this rubber-backed 
shoe stung most adequately; Miss 
Kitson was quite certain of that. 

‘How often do | have to tell 
you...keep your bottom square!' she 
rapped out. 

“Ohhh...ahhh...Miss...that...hurts- 
+.8000....’ 

‘It's what a little cheat like you 
deserves...’ Spllaattt! “Isn't it, girls?’ 

‘Yes...Miss!’ they all chorused. No 
doubt at all they were enjoying the 
humiliation of one of their fellows. 
Miss Kitson had to admit that she 
was enjoying herself too. It was a 
nice, smooth, soft, white bottom. 
Ideal for treatment. 

Sssppllllattt! 

‘Yeeooo....oooowww....!” Angela 
twisted off the chair, down on to the 
floor, clamping her hands to her jud- 
dering bottom. ‘Ooohh....no 
more...no....more....that's enough!’ 

‘Get back over the chair, Angela. 
We're not even halfway yet....' 

‘Noo...ohhh...please, | can't bear 
it...” Angela looked up imploringly 
from the floor but Miss Kitson was ob- 
viously unimpressed. She merely 
nodded at a few of the girls who were 
crowded in the doorway. These 
eager volunteers soon had the girl 
back in position and were, most will- 
ingly, holding her there, but Miss Kit- 
son ordered them back to the door. 
Angela would have to control herself. 

Miss Kitson's slipper dealt 
Angela's shuddery bum-cheeks 
another resounding spank; the girl 
snatched her hands back to clasp at 
her bottom but these were slapped 
away. With a hand at Angela's neck 
Miss Kitson forced the girl back over 
the chair. The balance of Angela's 
slippering was delivered, in fits and 
starts but with not one stroke omit- 
ted despite Angela's bottom's 
anguished bouncing and squirming. 

Her task completed, Miss Kitson 
stood back. There, right before her 
was a quivering bottom, well redden- 
ed. As it should be when a girl had 
behaved as Angela had done. She 
felt: fully justified; righteous, even. 
This girl had been in need of a good 
lesson for quite some time. Now she 
had had it. There was little doubt her 
behaviour would improve con- 
siderably in future. It was a pity that 
the Head did not positively en- 
courage more ofthis sort ofthing. As 
it was, she had to act as a kind of 
pioneer in this field. There were risks 
— but there were also rewards. 

‘You may get up, Angela!” 

The retching-sobbing girl stag- 
gered into an upright position. Her 
hands ran gingerly over her 
bottom-flesh. 

‘I hope that will have cured you of 
cheating,’ said Miss Kitson. ‘Don’t 
you agree, girls?’ 

There was a great chorus of agree- 


ment. “Yes...Miss...! 

“Angela's sobs were quietenin, 
the immediate pain was recedin 
She was looking around for her 
towel. Oh the utter shame of it! In 
front of them all! What was even 
worse, they had been eager to help! 
Oh...how she hated them. And Miss 
Kitson. In fact, she hated the whole 
world at the moment. d 

‘Get dried and dressed girls,’ 
ordered Miss Kitson crisply. ‘Then 
Prep.’ She turned to Angela. ‘Stop 
snivelling girl,’ she said. ‘You don't 
know what a really good hiding’s 
like.’ And, I'd like to give you one, 
she thought. Which brought her to 
Stella and Bridget. The former, she 
had noted, had been amongst those 
most eager to hold Angela for the 
slipper. Ah well...most interesting. ‘I 
want to see you two in my Study, 
after Prep.’ 

There was a sudden silence. The 
two Seniors looked at each other ap- 
prehensively. It was clear that Miss 
Kitson was not in a very good mood 
that day. Their back luck. 

But how bad? Both of the girls 
were already on tenterhooks as they 
changed back into their dreary 
school uniform. Blue serge knickers, 
blue pleated skirt, white, long- 
sleeved blouse with blue and white, 
striped tie. So boring, so down- 
putting for girls who were virtually 


adults. How they longed to escape 
from that School Regime! But not 
yet...not yet. 


* * * 


Prep finished at six o’clock, supper 
was at seven. Normally the girls 
could do as they wished during this 
hour. Two of them, however, had an 
obligation to fulfil. In silence, each 
knowing what the other was feeling, 
Stella and Bridget made their way to 
Miss Kitson's study. Since she was 
not on the academic staff, this was 
situated in an annexe some way from 
the main school building. Nicely 
isolated as far as the Games Mistress 
was concerned. 

The study door was ajar and Miss 
Kitson must have heard their 
footsteps. ‘Come in you two,’ she 
called. 

In they went — nervously — and 
the teacher closed the door firmly 
behind them and lounged back 
against the edge of her desk. ‘Stella; 
| couldn't help noticing your 
eagerness to be of assistance this 
afternoon, in the matter of Angela’s 
punishment.’ 

Not knowing what to say. Stella 
shuffled her feet and looked down at 
the floor. There was an edge to Miss 
Kitson’s voice that belied the 

ess of her tone. 

‘Surprising, really, considering the 


trouble which you two went to not to 
complete the full course yourselves.” 

So; she’d seen them cut through 
the wood — and saved them up for 
a little after-school tete-a-tete. They 
knew what that meant — the cane. 
Against the regulations, but that kind 
of thing didn’t much trouble Miss 
Kitson. i 

‘I sincerely apologise, Miss,’ said 
Stella with all the meekness she 
could muster. What else could she 
say? 

‘So | should think,’ replied Miss Kit- 
son, looking at Bridget. 

‘Me, too...oh yes...’ said Bridget 
quickly. 

‘All the same, that is not enough. 
| consider this a serious matter.’ 
There were gasps of shock from the 
two girls as the Games Mistress went 
round her desk, opened a drawer 
and took out her cane. It was quite 
a slim one but looked most frighten- 
ing all the same. Both girls had felt 
it before. ‘And | reserve this for 
serious matters. | am going to give 
you six apiece.' A quiet gasp from 
Bridget. ‘If you take your punishment 
in the right spirit, we'll say no more 
about it. By that, | mean, | shall not 
report your behaviour to the Head.’ 

At the words, ‘in the right spirit,’ 
Stella’s chin went up. That was a 
kind of challenge. Bridget’s, 
however, went down. What courage 
she had was ebbing fast at the sight 
of that cane. It was Stella who had 
really got her into this mess...still she 
must try not to let her down. 

The Games Mistress looked from 
one to the other and saw at once who 
was the weaker. 

Best to deal with her first. 

‘Bridget,’ she said sharply. ‘I want 
you to bend over the edge of my 
desk, pull up your skirt and take 
down your knickers.’ 

The girl looked startled. ‘O- 
oh...Miss...must 1?” 

‘Yes you must,’ stated Miss Kitson 
emphatically. ‘Come on, girl, show 
some spirit.’ 

Looking ruefully at Stella, Bridget 
placed herself over the edge of the 
desk. Up came her skirt to expose 
the blue serge knickers; down they 
came, slowly but surely. A quite 
plump, white bottom wobbled ner- 
vously. ‘Hands flat on the desk,’ 
ordered Miss Kitson, measuring her 
target. Then up flashed the 
cane...and down it blurred. With a 
shriek of pain, Bridget twisted right 
over, kicking out. She had expected 
it to hurt, but not quite as much as 
that! She saw Miss Kitson looking 
down at her with something like con- 
tempt. ‘Back you go, Bridget. You 
don’t want me to have to ask your 
friend for help, do you?’ 

Bridget certainly did not. Groaning, 
she went back, face down..and now 
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her soft buttocks were twitching with 
nervous anticipation. The second 
stroke bit and the girl's reactions 
were similar. Stella was looking on in 
alarm; she was going to have to be 
terribly brave, it seemed. Certainly 
she didn't want to give Miss Kitson 
the satisfaction of behaving as 
Bridget was doing. 

“Let's have your bottom back up,’ 
the Games Mistress was saying 
impatiently. 

‘Oh...please...Miss, it hurts...it's 
awful...’ moaned Bridget. 

“A cane is meant to hurt,’ came the 
callous answer. As soon as Bridget’s 
bottom was no more than halway 
positioned, she gave the girl her 
third. 

*Yeeoo...oooww..!” Now Bridget 
twisted over and clamped her hands 
frantically to the fresh cane weals. 
*Ohh...! can't bear it...l can’t...’ she 
sobbed. And with that, Miss Kitson 
glanced at Stella — and nodded. 
Thus, for a second time that day, she 
found herself assisting Miss Kitson in 
the execution of her duty. She had 
rather enjoyed helping her out with 
Angela but it was rather different with 
Bridget. Still, she hadn't got much 
option. As she took hold of her 
friend's wrists and hauled her back 
over the desk, Bridget began to 
struggle wildly and shriek. 

‘Let me go...ohhh...let me go...!' 

But Stella didn't let go. The Games 
Mistress, she was well aware, 
wouldn't have taken at all kindly to 
that. So she hung on whilst Bridget 
kicked and twisted frantically. Cool- 
ly, Miss Kitson waited her moments 
to apply the final three strokes. Those 
moments came whenever Bridget's 
behind was fully — if only momentari- 
ly — presented to her. Thus three 
more vicious cuts cracked down 
across that squirming bottom. In view 
of Bridget's behaviour, Miss Kitson 
felt fully justified in delivering them 
with considerably more force than 
the first three. 

Released, Bridget slumped to the 
floor, clutching her juddering bottom 
and blubbing loudly. Oh that cane 
was quite, quite awful! She knew, 
without a shadow of doubt, she 
would do anything in her power to 
avoid feeling it again. 

That, as Miss Kitson was well 
aware, was the kind of reaction a 
cane was designed to produce! 

‘Thank you, Stella,’ she said 
almost kindly, ‘but now I'm afraid it's 
your turn.’ Stella bit her lower lip and 
summoned all her will. | must be 
brave; | mustn’t behave like Bridget 
did, she told herself. That had been 
a truly feeble effort. Still, with her bot- 
tom bared and waiting, she felt a chill 
of dread within. She clenched her 
teeth fiercely and tensed for the pain 
to come. 


‘Relax your buttocks, girl,’ she 
heard Miss Kitson say. 

There came the whistle of the 
cane, then its fiery bite. With a 
strangled gasp, Stella’s head jerked 
up; her hands slid back along the 
desk, but her bottom did no more 
than twist quickly left and right. The 
pain had been intense, but she had 
prepared herself for it, and had 
somehow survived it. But would she 
be able to survive five more like that? 
Be brave, be brave — the incantation 
kept hammering in her brain. 

Again! Oh the burning pain! Oh 
how it hurt! Gasping louder, Stella 
squirmed, yet still her hands remain- 
ed on the desk. 

Number three whistled and bit. 
Stella yelped twice, rather like a pup- 
py...and one hand left the desk-top 
for a moment. Then back it went. A 
low moan escaped her as she 
presented her bottom again. 
Halfway, she thought. | must make it! 

Number four had her twisting right 
over, mouth gaping, crying out — as 
Bridget had done. The stroke had 
fallen at the join of her thighs and but- 
tocks. She saw Miss Kitson looking 
down, hard-featured but bright-eyed. 
‘Only two more, Stella,’ she said. 
“You're doing well.’ Despite the cir- 
cumstances, the girl felt something 
like a sense of pride and her strength 
and will were renewed. Gritting her 
teeth even more fiercely, she thrust 
up her bottom for number five. 

It came — just as painfully as all 
those which had preceded it and, 
although she cried out and squirm- 
ed uncontrollably, Stella remained 
over the desk. Then the sixth and last 
came. It seemed harder — perhaps 
it was — and it was certainly more 
painful. But it was the last..and Stella 
joined Bridget down on the floor, 
hands pressing urgently in a vain at- 
tempt to stem the stinging pain. 


‘Right...we’ll say no more about it. 
None of us. Not to anyone. Right?’ 

“Yes, Miss...’ they agreed. A half 
an hour had passed. Eyes were now 
dry; the pain was ebbing. There was 
the comforting thought that it was all 
over. And, with future good 
behaviour, it need never happen 
again. 

‘No more skiving, then?” 

‘Oh no...Miss...no!’ They replied 
fervently. 

‘Good!’ Miss Kitson had something 
of the look of a contented cat. ‘Very 
well, you may go now.’ Both, she 
thought, would find it a little uncom- 
fortable to sit down to supper. Ah 
well! ‘Oh...by the way...you two. 
You're excused the next three gym 
sessions.’ That, she thought, would 
give those weals time to disappear. 
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DESK-TOP 
TREATMENT 


nd who might you be, young 

lady?’ he asked. 

‘Blayne, Sir. Monica Blayne.’ 
She knew who he was of course. Mr 
Hollis, the new Headmaster. Since 
that morning. Which was why he 
didn’t know who Monica was, or 
presumably anyone else. She smil- 
ed: a tallish, darkly pretty girl of 17. 

‘Monica Blayne. Ah yes. Captain of 
Tennis | believe.’ 

Monica flushed slightly. He knew 
that much then. He’d been doing his 
homework. ‘Yes sir,’ she said. Mr 
Hollis wasn't bad looking for someone 
that age. And certainly younger look- 
ing than Mr Pringle, his predecessor. 
Amanda Smithers when they'd first 
seen him in Assembly this morning 
had said, ‘Oooohh look...!’ Meaning, 
‘Ooh look, isn't he nice.’ Not that 
Monica fancied men that age. 

‘Yes,’ said Mr Hollis. ‘Hence the ten- 
nis kit. Been practising?’ 

‘Yes sir.' Monica swung the racquet 
loosely to and fro. Mr Hollis seemed 
all right. Easy-going. Which had been 
one good thing you could say for Mr 
Pring 


‘Ah. Wednesday afternoon, though, 
Monica. Isn't that supposed to be 
private study?" 

Monica's big brown eyes widened. 
He was easy-going, wasn't he? ‘Yes 
sir. But, well Sir, Mr Pringle didn't mind 
if we did something else. On the quiet. 
Not really, Sir.” 

Mr Hollis came a step closer. They 
were round behind the gym and there 
was no one else about. Some girls 
would be doing private study but 
others, well, they could be doing 
various things. Nothing really criminal 
of course but probably not working. St 
Marcia’s had been a relaxed place 
under Mr Pringle who had not wanted 
much more than a quiet life. 

‘| happen to think that rules are 
made to be taken notice of, Monica. 
Not blithely ignored. As you are the 
one I've caught, so to speak, | think 
you and | had better have a little talk. 
Especially as, being Captain of Ten- 
nis, you are one of our leaders. More 
than a little talk in fact. After school 
shall we say? 4.30 sharp. In your form 
room. And then you'll be able to in- 
form other rule breakers of the good 
news, won't you?” 

Monica blinked. ‘Wha....what Sir?’ 

Mr Hollis gave her an owlish look. 
‘You'll see. Just be there, young lady.’ 
He glanced down at her white shorts. 
‘Oh, by the way, have you got 
anything on under those? Knickers | 
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mean.” 
Flushing pink. A gulped ‘Yes sir.’ 
‘Well have them off. | just want you 
in the shorts. Nothing under. OK?’ 
Mr Hollis turned and stalked off. 
Leaving the school Captain of Tennis 
not quite sure she had heard him 
correctly. 


Afterwards she couldn't believe he 
had said it. Not really. And why would 
he say it? But nonetheless something 
made Monica in the changing room 
slip off her shorts and then remove her 
knickers and put the shorts back on. 
It was silly of course, she must have 
been imagining things. Because...it 
couldn't be some sort of examination, 
could it? No, that was stupid. Ex- 
aminations were only done by the 
school doctor and they weren't done 
in your form room. So...Monica bundl- 


ed her knickers up in her sports bag 
and then went to the library to work on 
her English essay. No more tennis this 
afternoon. And she had better warn 
the others. 

But what was Mr Hollis going to do? 
Apart presumably from giving her a 
good wigging. 

In no time at all the hands of the 
clock were approaching 4.30. Monica 
could feel shivers going up and down 
her spine. ‘Coming then?’ asked her 
friend Julie. Monica shook her head. 
‘No. I've...ah...got to see this new 
chap. About the tennis schedules.’ 
‘Lucky you,’ said Julie and went off. 

Oh Cripes. Going along to her form 
room and with that extra funny feeling 
of having no knickers on under her 
shorts. She went in and closed the 
door. Sat down. Stood up again. She 
had a vague feeling of needing to go 
to the loo. But then suddenly there he 
was. Mr Hollis. 


Closing the door behind him. ‘Hello. 
Here we are then and you're not late. 
Good. So: My very first offender. And 
a new man has to be firm, hasn't he? 
Otherwise the word gets round that 
he's a soft touch. Eh?" 

Startled by this greeting, Monica 
nevertheless pursued her plan; she 
smiled her very sweetest smile, in the 
hope that she might soften him up. But 
no. 
Mr Hollis had come over to where 
Monica was unhappily standing, next 
to her desk. ‘Got them off have you? 
Your knickers?’ 

So he had said it. Oh God! Monica 
mumbling something. Maybe Mr 
Hollis didn’t hear, or maybe he was 
going to do it anyway. His hand came 
round behind her and took hold of 
Monica’s bottom through the thin 
shorts. Cupping a cheek, jiggling it in 
the loose shorts. She automatically 
shot forward, away from the hand, but 


Mr Hollis barked, ‘Stand still!’ She did 
— and Mr Hollis took hold of her bot- 
tom again. This time she stood still 
though shaking. 

‘That's better, young lady. You will 
stand still until | tell you to move.’ The 
hand was jiggling one cheek and then 
the other: ‘You have a very nice bot- 
tom, Monica. Tell me, did Mr Pringle 
ever see fit to spank it, or cane it, or 
2 


do anything else to it.” 

‘No sir.’ She was feeling sick. And 
her knees felt as if they were made of 
jelly. 

‘No sir. Well Miss Blayne, my Cap- 
tain of Tennis, Mr Hollis is going to 
spank you and he is also going to 
cane you. You are going to slip these 
shorts down and then he is going to 
spank your bare bottom and after that 


cane it. | am doing this because of this 
afternoon but also in general because 
various aspects of this school have got 
very slack. And the way to correct 
slackness is to start with the senior 
girls. Senior girls of course, perhaps 
even more than junior girls, greatly 
dislike having their bare bottoms 
spanked or caned. Or am | wrong in 
that?’ 


This last was no doubt a rhetorical 
question. Monica's answer was a 
pleading ‘Please....' For the thought 
was unbelievably awful — and surely 
he couldn't really mean it. 
‘Please...NO!...' she gasped again. 

Mr Hollis did mean it. ‘Get them 
down, young lady. Come on.’ 

Monica shook her head, more in 
disbelief than defiance. It had been 


bad enough having his hand doing 
that, jiggling the unknickered cheeks 
of her bottom. But this...’ 

‘Take them down,’ he growled. 
‘Take them down.’ 

She did feel sick now. Really hor- 
ribly sick. But Mr Hollis was clearly not 
Mr Pringle. That hard, cold edge to his 
voice. Steely. You clearly could not 
wheedle round Mr Hollis, with his 


mind-zapping, sickening ideas of 
discipline. 

Somehow sliding her shorts down. 
Her bottom bare, and her pussy bare 
as well. Hot-faced, Monica closed her 
arms in front of her — although that 
only left her pertly rounded bottom the 
more exposed. She gasped as Mr 
Hollis's hand took hold of it again. This 
time on the bare. 
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‘Quite a nice one, young lady. In 
fact a very nice one. So your Mr 
Pringle never felt the need to deal with 
it?’ His hand was jiggling again. 

Shivering, numbly shaking her 
head. The idea of Mr Pringle wanting 
to do this was — well, unbelievable. 
Up to a few minutes ago the idea of 
anyone wanting to do it was 
unbelievable. 


Mr Hollis chuckled. 'Clearly he 
didn't know what he was missing, did 
he? Giving a pretty girl's bare bottom 
a good tanning is one of the great 
pleasures in life. And naturally all in an 
excellent cause. For her own good, as 
they say.’ His hand pinched. 

‘Come on then, let's get started. Get 
over the desk.’ 

Trying to shut it out of her mind. Try- 


ing desperately to think of something, 
anything. Anything except the picture 
of herself, 17 years old, lying face 
down across her desk. With her shorts 
down round her knees. No knickers 
on. Her firmly curving bare bottom 
spread out before Mr Hollis's eyes. 
The vision was so unbelievably dread- 
ful...But of course it couldn't be shut 
out. 

25 


Mr Hollis's hand was fiddling about. 
Patting and squeezing. Telling her to 
arch it up a bit. And then...the spank- 
ing. Horrible smacks. Hard, jolting, 
stinging smacks. Knocking the breath 
out of her. Making her gasp and grunt. 
Squeal and yelp. Making her poor 
tender bottom squirm and clench and 
writhe. There was no escape and Mr 
Hollis just kept going. He had his hand 
in the small of her back, holding her 


down. Halfway through to control her 
more he grabbed one hand and 
twisted it behind Monica’s back. While 
not for one second letting up. 
Monica was in tears at the end of it. 
Hot tears springing out and rolling 
down her cheeks. Mr Hollis was stan- 
ding her on her feet, but she didn’t 
seem to know where her feet were. 
‘How was that, young lady. Eh?’ His 
face was pink, his voice breathy. 


‘That's what big girls like, isn't it? A 
good, sound tanning. Eh, Miss?’ 

Monica made a gurgling sound and 
arched forward. Mr Hollis's hand had 
taken hold of her bare pussy. Cupp- 
ing the neat dark bush. “Isn't that what 
big girls like?’ 

He let go of her there and took hold 
of both her arms. ‘And now we come 
to the painful bit, Monica. The bit that 
big girls really enjoy. The cane. And 


| want you up on the desk. Lying on 
~ your back. Holding your legs up nice 
and high.’ 

It took a little while for the full enor- 
mity of what he was saying to sink in. 
By that time Mr Hollis was urging her 
up on the desk. ‘Come on, Monica. 
Let's get started.’ 

No! He couldn't do it. Not like that. 
No in that position. No. Nol! 

Yes. Yes Mr Hollis could. He was a 


very.determined and persuasive man. 
‘If you don't do as | ask right away, 
Monica, you will certainly regret it. You 
won't be Captain of Tennis, you won't 
be anything. You won't get any sort 
of reference when you leave. | might 
even have you dismissed right away, 
for gross insubordination. Now get up 
on that desk.’ E 
Getting up. Like he wanted. On her 
back with her hands clasping behind 


her knees, holding them high. it was 
just about the most blatantly revealing 
position you could imagine 

Everything on full display. Monica felt 
like she might faint or something. But 
any slight chance that she might ac- 
tually faint went flying out of the win- 
dow. As Mr Hollis's cane sliced in 
across her upturned bottom. Oh My 
God. Outraged modesty was forgot- 
ten. With that killing, devastating pain. 
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ARLENE'S 
AWFUL 
EXPERIENCE 


M. Sanford looked nice, she 
decided. Maybe 50 but still good- 
looking and with an upper-class 
charm that quite got to her. And 
the way he had looked at her; a 
certain look she was sure she 
caught. Well, men like that, older 
men, did sometimes fancy a 
younger girl. That was a fact, 
everyone knew it. And it could well 
be that that was partly what he 

wanted a girl for. 

Because the actual details of the job 
seemed a bit hazy. She was to help in the 
house, a sort of maid, although natural- 
ly Arlene didn’t like that rather demean- 
ing term, but also something of a 
secretary. Helping with this book Mr 
Sanford was writing. Arlene preferred to 
think of the job as mainly in this latter 
category: secretary to a writer. But ac- 
tually she was thinking that Mr Sanford 
might really want her for something else. 
And if he did... 

Older men did often fancy girls 
Arlene's age, which was 17. You read 
it in books and also she knew a couple 
of girls who had had experience. Valerie 
Ponsfield had met this man on holiday 
and had gone all the way. In the back seat 
of his car, according to Valerie. Three 
times. While she was on holiday with her 
parents at the seaside. A couple of girls 
had been disapproving and Susan 
Granger said Valerie had probably made 
it up. But Arlene didn’t think that and 
also she didn't disapprove. The thought 
of it happening to her had made her go 
all gooey. It had not happened to Arlene 
though. Not on holiday — or anywhere 
else. Not yet. There had been a couple 
of men on holiday last year giving her 
admiring glances but that was all. 
Anyway for one thing it wasn't easy to 
get away from your parents: they pro- 
bably thought older men were after you. 
How had Valerie arranged that? 

But with this job it would be different. 
She would be in the house with Mr San- 
ford all day, or from half past nine until 
five. Proper grown-up hours and Mr 
Sanford would have all that time 
to...well, do what'he wanted with her. 
No problems with her parents, her 
mother, no sneaking about like Valerie 
must have had to do. And also of course 
she would be getting paid. For the job, 
of course, not for the other. Her first job. 


A holiday job, for the summer. Arlene 
could hardly contain herself; if only 
thinking about what she would be able 
to relate at school next term. 

The others naturally were dead 
jealous. They were really green when 
Arlene said ‘Secretary to a writer.” 
Forgetting the maid aspect of course. 
They all wanted to know what he was 
like and she said, flushing slightly, “Real- 
ly handsome — and charming. You 
know.’ Susan said, ‘Cripes. D’you think 
he'll want to do you?’ 

Arlene had blushed a lot more at that 
and said, ‘Do you mind.’ But that was 
what Arlene thought. She would say, “No 
of course not. I can’t...’ At first. But 
then...well, Valerie had done it and so 
had some of the others. Arlene hadn't, 
not yet. But at 17 and in the Upper Sixth 
next year, it was not at all too soon. 

There was a Mrs Sanford of course. 
Arlene had:been there to their house and 
she had met her. Quite a nice looking 


woman, you could say, but old enough 
to be Arlene’s mother. And a man like 
Mr Sanford, a man of the world, would 
not necessarily let that bother him, not 
the fact that there was a Mrs Sanford. 
Not if he saw something he liked. That 
was what Julie at school said, not about 
Mr Sanford because she didn't know 
him, but in general. Mature men of the 
world would just take what they wanted. 
And Arlene didn't mind if he did. He 
would presumably arrange for Mrs San- 
ford to be out somewhere, or send her 
away to her mother's or something. 

Oh yes, it was pretty excruciatingly ex- 
citing all right. Would Mr Sanford start 
right away? The first day? 

No he didn't. Not actually. He was 
hiding his feelings, no doubt, probably 
because there was Mrs Sanford around 
for one thing. In fact it was Mrs Sanford 
who was mostly telling Arlene what jobs 
to do. More than Arlene had imagined. 
She had thought it would be just Mr San- 


ford but it wasn't. He said he didn't have 
a lot for her to do right then and Mrs San- 
ford would find her some jobs. 

But he had given her one of those looks 
when he said it, and Arlene had given 
him a look right back. Fluttering her 
eyelashes and also pulling her shoulders 
back a bit. Arlene had very good boobs 
for 17, everyone said so — except 
naturally girls who didn't like her. So 
Arlene made sure Mr Sanford saw them, 
in her best blouse. She could just imagine 
Mr Sanford undoing the buttons — when 
he had got rid of Mrs Sanford. Arlene 
had gone out of the room with a proper 
sexy sway to her bottom. So that Mr San- 
ford would have something to think 
about, as well as her boobs. 

She quickly decided she didn't like 
Mrs Sanford very much. There was the 
fact that she was there of course, getting 
in Arlene's and Mr Sanford's way. But 
also she was very sharp and bossy. 
Arlene felt like telling her that she was 


supposed to be working for Mr Sanford. 
Helping with his book, and not doing all 
that hoovering etc. 

The next day was unfortunately more 
or less the same. Arlene did get to have 
a chat with Mr Sanford — and he was 
clearly looking at her boobs — but then 
Mrs Sanford came in and sort of shooed 
her off. ‘Washing up, Arlene.’ Arlene 
went red with annoyance. She almost 
said something nasty. Who did Mrs San- 
ford think she was? And Arlene was sup- 
posed to be working for Mr Sanford. 
Maybe what she should do was go in 
with Mr Sanford and lock the door. Tell 
stupid old Mrs Sanford that they were not 
to be disturbed. 

She was determined at least to show 
Mrs Sanford. And in a different way to 
show Mr Sanford as well. The next mor- 
ning after only a little hesitation Arlene 
left off her‘bra. Put on her blouse and 
skirt as normal but no bra under the 
blouse. You could see her boobs without 
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any trouble. Her nipples pushing out the 
front of her best silk blouse. Really sexy. 
Mr Sanford would be licking his lips. 
And silly old Mrs Sanford would be 
green with envy — and hopefully go off 
to one of her friends to tell about “the 
awful youth of today.” 

Arlene had another sudden thought. 
Even more heady than the bra one. She 
hesitated...and then slipped her knickers 
off. She would go without them. Just for 
the no doubt fantastic feeling — to be in 
Mr Sanford’s study with no knickers on. 
But if, just by chance, he should decide 
to slip his hand up her skirt...Arlene gave 
a little squeal of scarcely controllable 
excitement. 

Mrs Sanford was out in the garden first 
thing, Arlene saw her out there, so she 
decided to strike while the iron was hot. 
Right away. Going in and starting talk- 
ing to Mr Sanford and batting her eyelids 
and letting him have a good look at her 
boobs in her blouse that you could clearly 


see through. And then she decided in her 
excitement to go for broke as it were. 
Just to make sure. She ‘accidentally’ trip- 
ped over a chair and fell down on the 
carpet. As she fell Arlene pulled her skirt 
up, so that...well, so that Mr Sanford 
would get a real eyeful. 

He did. He got an eyeful all right. 
Arlene lay there for some long seconds, 
gasping and with her legs just anywhere. 
At that very moment Mrs Sanford walk- 
ed in. 

‘Whatever are you doing, Arlene!” 

And it was Mrs Sanford hauling her 
to her feet, not Mr. 

‘Come with me. Whatever do you 
think you’re doing. And what...’ 

Mrs Sanford had obviously seen the 
absence of knickers. You could hardly 
miss it, with the way Arlene had been ly- 
ing. And no doubt she also noticed the 
absence of a bra too. She was gripping 
Arlene’s arm in a way that really hurt, 
and dragging her out of the room. ‘Come 


with me at once, madam!” 

She dragged Arlene upstairs, and pro- 
duced a pair of knickers. ‘Put these on 
and stay here until I come for you.’ 

‘Here’ was the bedroom. Arlene, 
rather dazed by all this action, pulled the 
knickers on. They were horrible navy 
blue ones — heaven knows where they’d 
come from. Whose were they? Arlene 
shook her head. Somehow her plan 
hadn’t worked out quite as she had ex- 
pected. And...what now? 

What now was Mrs Sanford striding 
back into the room. With a cane in her 
hand. 

‘Right, young lady. What you need is 
a lesson in proper behaviour. If you want 
to act like a little tart I know how to deal 
with you. Get that skirt off. And then get 
those knickers down.’ 

Arlene couldn’t believe her ears. Or 
her eyes. That cane. Which now whip- 
ped sharply in across the side of Arlene’s 
knee. 


“Come on, you little hussy. Or Pl strip 
you myself.’ 

Oh Christ! Where was Mr Sanford? 
He wouldn’t let Mrs Sanford do this to 
her. Especially after she had let him see 
everything. But Mrs Sanford was 
nowhere around. It was just dreadful Mrs 
Sanford who apart from anything else 
was quite a bit bigger than Arlene. 
Arlene wailed that she wanted to go 
home. Mrs Sanford’s answer was to hit 
her with the cane again. 

“If you prefer I'll tell your mother how 
you’ve been behaving. Like a common 
little tart. I’ll write a letter to your school 
and you'll get thrown out. How would 
you like that, or your parents? But ac- 
tually. I would prefer to deal with you 
myself. So get moving.’ 
ing it. Because there didn’t 
. Taking her skirt off and 


then, feeling sick, sliding the knickers 
down off of her rounded rump. That 
cane. But it wasn’t the cane, not at first. 


Dreadful Mrs Sanford obviously wanted 
something more personal. She was sit- 
ting on the bed. And pulling Arlene down 
across her lap. Gripping Arlene’s hands 
behind her back in a hand that was a lot 
stronger than Arlene’s. And then...Mrs 
Sanford’s hand on Arlene’s soft and 
tender bottom. 

Arlene had of course imagined Mr 
Sanford’s hand on it. On her bare bot- 
tom. Stroking and fondling. Julie had had 
a man stroke her bare bottom and she 
said it almost drove you out of your 
mind. Arlene had imagined it. Mr San- 
ford doing it. But this was Mrs Sanford. 

She started off sort of stroking it in the 
same way that you might imagine a man 
might. Just stroking. But then...all at 
once it was vicious, hard smacks. Slam- 
ming in. Slamming the breath out of poor 
Arlene. 

Dreadful shrieks and howls. Like a lit- 
tle kid. But Arlene couldn’t help it. Mrs 
Sanford was killing her. She was strug- 


gling and writhing but Mrs Sanford was 
much too strong. And just kept on 
blasting her hand down as hard as she 
could. 

Arlene had never felt so awful in all 
her life. Treated like a little child. Over 
Mrs Sanford’s lap with her knickers 
down. What would they sat at school, if 
they ever found out? She was standing 
now, on tottery legs. Mrs Sanford had 
at last stopped. At least it was over. She 
could pull the knickers up over her bright 


pink bottom. 

But was it over? Mrs Sanford had got 
up...and now had that cane in her hand. 
Arlene had forgotten about the cane, or 
at least assumed she had decided not to 
use it. But...Mrs Sanford was telling her 
to lie on the bed. 

“On your front. Unless you'd like the 
cane somewhere else than on that brazen 
bottom.” 

No! Not after Mrs Sanford had already 
beaten the daylights out of her with her 


hand. But Arlene's desperate pleadings 
produced only another quick cut of the 
cane. 

“Get on the bed, Arlene.’ 
Oh God! Oh Jesus Christ! That cane. The 
spanking had been dreadful enough but 
the cane. Killing. A red-hot poker. Like 
it was going to cut her in half every time 
it came down. 

Arlene hopping around when at last it 
was over. Rubbing at her tortured flesh. 
At those poor suffering cheeks. And 
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making humiliating blubbing sounds. 

‘Think that will teach you a lesson, 
Arlene? To behave yourself in future?” 

Arlene didn't answer. Couldn’t. She 
was dead, devastated. Well, perhaps not 
dead. If she was dead she wouldn't feel 
so bad. She was worse than dead. The 
pain. Not to mention the humiliation. 
And somehow she would have to face Mr 
Sanford. Who would know... 

But actually... 

Mrs Sanford went out soon afterwards. 


She said she was going shopping. It 
seemed like the first time she had gone 
out while Arlene was there. But Arlene 
wasn't going to go and see Mr Sanford. 
Oh no, not after that. She would hide 
away, find something to do, until it was 
time to go home. She couldn't face see- 
ing him ever again. 

But Mr Sanford came and found her. 
In the kitchen where she was hiding. He 
looked sort of excited. He knew what had 
happened and...he wanted to see. He 


wanted to see her bum where Mrs San- 
ford had spanked and caned her. ‘Don’t 
worry, my dear, my wife won't be back 
for ages, so just relax.’ His voice was 
very excited and Mr Sanford's hands 
seemed to be trembling as he pulled her 
Knickers down. 

Over his lap. She was over Mr San- 
ford's lap with her skirt up round her 
waist and her knickers down. Mr San- 
ford had his hand on her hot bottom. And 
then, Oh Christ! he had his hand.... 
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DESK 
TOP 
TREATMENT 


‘Good girl,’ said Mr Hollis, coming 
in and closing the door behind him. 
‘Good. Yes, well, | like to make 
sure a girl's really learnt her lesson. 
Otherwise she may imagine that a 
single beating is just a little aberra- 
tion. And that nice new Mr Hollis 
didn't really mean it. Yes?' 

They were back there. Back in 
Monica's form room. The very next 
day after school. Mr Hollis had 
seen her at lunch time. And told 
her. He wanted to see her again 
after school. Just in her uniform, no 
need for tennis shorts this time. 
And yes she could keep her 
knickers on. 'No need to tell 
anyone, we can keep it nice and 
quiet.’ 

That was what he had said after 
that unbelievably awful business 
yesterday. ‘No need to tell anyone. 
| rather like to catch girls by sur- 
pise, unawares. Quite soon the 
message gets round without 
anyone actually mentioning details. 
Mr Hollis is not to be trifled with. 
You see?’ 

His hand had squeezed Monica's 
poor bottom. By that time she had 
been allowed to pull her shorts up 


but inside them there were dark 
red stripes humming and throbb- 
ing. Six stripes. 

And now Mr Hollis was going to do 
it again. That unthinkable business, 
with his hand and then the cane. If 
anyone else had said it Monica 
would never have believed them. 
Mr Hollis must be some kind of 
nut, a sadist. He enjoyed it, he had 
said that. She should tell her 
mother. But then where would she 
be? Even if the governors or so- 
meone made him stop such things 
she would be marked down as a 
sneak. Mr Hollis would probably 
carry out his threats. Make so- 
meone else Captain of Tennis. Strip 
her of her prefect's badge. And 
Monica really enjoyed being Cap- 
tain of Tennis. So even though it 
was the most sickening thing she 
didn't have much option but to 
keep quiet 

‘So, Monica, we need a second 
dose you see. Anyway it wasn't so 
bad, was it? Shall we get you up 
on the desk again, with your.bot- 
tom in the air? Did you enjoy that?’ 
‘No!’ she yelped. 

Mr Hollis chuckled. ‘You don't like 
showing your whatsit, that's the 
reason, isn't it? And of course it 
was very much on show in that 
position. But a girl your age 
shouldn't be shy, my dear. Not 
about that. Not with her 
Headmaster.’ 

Mr Hollis's hand slid up the front of 
her skirt. Monica gasped as he 
took hold of her pussy. It was 
through her knickers, not on the 
bare like yesterday, but even 
so...Desperate little moaning 
sounds. 

Mr Hollis mercifully let go. 'Oh yes. 
No need to be shy about that 
thing. But maybe we won't have 
you up on the desk today. We'll 
see. Anyway slip your knickers 
down and let's have a look at your 
bottom. Hold your skirt up and slip 
them down. Let's see if my cane 
has left any marks.’ 

Gritting her teeth Monica lifted her 
navy blue skirt and as Mr Hollis in- 
structed tucked it up round her 
waist. He said ‘Good!’ referring to 
her knickers. They were the proper 
blue school ones today. yesterday 
Mr Hollis had made Monica show 
him the ones she had been wear- 
ing before he made her take them 
off, the ones that were bunched up 
in her sports bag. They were quite 
skimpy pink ones. Girls were sup- 
posed to wear the regulation blue 
ones but Mr Pringle had never en- 
forced it. Miss Frobisher who took 
gym sometimes said, ‘Really those 
are not suitable. | shall speak to the 
Headmaster.’ But that never seem- 
ed to get Miss Frobisher anywhere. 


It looked as if things might be dif- 
ferent now. 

‘Yes these are much better,’ Mr 
Hollis said, running his hand over 
Monica's bottom. The knickers 
were a nice snug fit but they pro- 
perly covered her bottom, whereas 
yesterday's pink ones had left a 
good part of the cheeks bare. Mr 
Hollis had made her put them on 
to show him and he had said, like 
Miss Frobisher, ‘Quite unsuitable.’ 
Now he said ‘Good!’ again, and 
then told Monica to slip them 
down. 

Gritting her teeth once more as Mr 
Hollis patted and jiggled her bare 
bottom. He said there didn't seem 
to be any marks left from the can- 
ing. ‘But bend over the desk. So | 
can have a proper look.’ 

Bending face down over her desk 
with her skirt tucked up round her 
waist and her knickers halfway 
down her thighs. Heart thumping 
and not just because of Mr Hollis's 
hand on her bottom. There was 
what he had placed on the top of 
the next desk, Julie's. A wide stiff 
leather strap thing. He was going 
to beat her with that. Oh please 
Jesus. She could feel that urge to 
go to the loo coming on. 

Mr Hollis said, ‘Any boyfriends, 
Monica. Or boyfriend?’ 

Monica made a 'Nnnnggghh....' 
sound and for the moment forgot 
that strap. His hand was... 

‘| didn't hear you.’ Her breath hiss- 
ed out. Mr Hollis's hand had 
gone...down there. 
‘No....no....Sir...Not really Sir.’ 

‘No experimenting, Monica? None 
of that business?’ 

A squeaky gasp. His hand was in 
between her legs. ‘No experimen- 
ting with boys, Monica?’ 

‘No!’ she yelped. 

‘| hope not, my dear. A girl can't 
concentrate on her work if she's 
getting into that sort of thing. And 
of course your tennis as well. 
There's no way you can produce 
your best if you're getting yourself 
all hot and bothered with some boy 
in the evenings. So please 
remember that.' 

The hand with its shockingly in- 
trusive fingers at last came away 
Leaving Monica quivering like a jel- 
ly all over. The hand sharply slap- 
ped her bottom 

‘And now down to business, eh?’ 
Out of the corner of her eye 
Monica saw the strap being picked 
up. 

‘Hold your hands together behind 
your back.' 

What? Oh God 

CRACKI.. 

Oh Christ! No! Her bottom was on 
fire. 

CRACK!. 


No! She couldn’t...He couldn't 
CRACK! 

Nooo....She tried to twist away but 
Mr Hollis grabbed one of her 
hands and twisted it back up 
behind her back. ‘Keep still!’ 
CRACK... 

‘No! No more! 

CRACK... 

‘Yes Miss.’ But Monica was making 
blubbing sounds now so that while 
she might still be pleading ‘No 
more..' it was not at all clear. Not 
that Mr Hollis would have taken 
much notice. The strap kept crack- 
ing down until he was ready to 
stop. 

‘There, that's better.’ Well, that was 
one verdict. Monica was in no state 
to enunciate one with any clarity. 
‘You can go to the bathroom if you 
want to. Wash your face and have 
a drink of water. But come straight 
back. You can pull your knickers 


up. 

Back in the form room Mr Hollis 
was waiting for her. She felt a little 
bit better with cold water on her 
face. She had stopped crying; but 
her bottom was still blazing. That 
strap hurt just as much as the 
cane. What now? 

‘Take your knickers off, Monica. 
Take them off and give them to 
me. Then sit at your desk with your 
skirt pulled up, so that your bare 
bottom is on the seat.’ 

Numbly she did it. Sitting with her 
skirt up so that her hot bottom was 
on the cold wooden seat. ‘Does 
that feel nice?’ Mr Hollis asked. 
Monica shook her head. 

‘Sit like that and write out this line: / 
must learn to take my punishment 
more bravely. | shall be practising 
this with Mr Hollis in the coming 
weeks. That's it. Shall we say 50 
times.’ 

Monica started writing. Mr Hollis 
went out of the room, with her 
knickers in his pocket. She tried not 
to think what she was writing. Prac- 
tising...with Mr Hollis in the coming 
weeks. Was she in some sort of 
nightmare? 

Mr Hollis came back in and asked 
how many she'd done. Only 22. 
‘Well leave it for now. Come with 
me. We're going round to my 
place. Come on.' 

What? Mr Hollis said he'd phone 
her mother to say Monica was go- 
ing over to his place for some extra 
tuition. ‘Come on,' he said again. 
Monica got up, her skirt falling into 
place over her still painful bare bot- 
tom. Her knickers were presumably 
still in Mr Hollis's pocket. 

At the main door Mr Gibbins, the 
school caretaker, said, ‘Goodnight 
Sir, goodnight, Monica,’ and grinn- 
ed. I’m dreaming this, she told 
herself. | must be. 


THE HEAD 
GIRL 


6 SH: has to be done. The reputation of the 

School... 

*There's no need to go on, Mr Farley. As Head 
of Graingers, I hold our reputation most sacrosanct.’ In- 
deed I do, he said to himself. Lose your reputation and 
you lose a lot of fat fees. 

‘Sorry, Head...I was only trying to point out... 

But the Head had lost interest in Farley and turned 
towards the third member of the Committee which sat 
around that table. ‘What do you think, Johnson?’ 

The man addressed was more mature than the others. 
Grey-haired, watery-eyed, with a weak chin. “We must be 
firm; he said, without any great show of resolution. 

“What do you mean by that?” The Head leaned forward, 
arms on the table, hands clasping together. 

Johnson cleared his throat. ‘It is my view, we should 
deal with this matter ourselves. In private. Strictly secret” 
He paused. ‘I, and my colleagues, dealt with a similar in- 
cident — many years ago now.’ 

‘Ah...did you. And it worked?’ Farley appeared most 
interested. 

‘I think one can say it worked,’ nodded Johnson in pon- 
tifical fashion. 

“Can you expand on that, Johnson?’ enquired the Head. 
he was a square-faced man, balding too early in his forties. 

Again Johnson cleared his throat. “This is a delicate mat- 
ter. Strict confidence.’ 

‘Of course... The other two around the table spoke 
together, then looked at each other a shade guiltily. Farley 
lowered his eyes first. He knew which side his bread was 
buttered. As Deputy Head he was ten years younger than 
Hoskins. Prospects there. 

“Well then, said Johnson, ‘we had the girl in, presented 
with the facts. Gave her an option.’ He paused again, even 
longer. The other two leant forward. “Then she was caned’ 

“Ahh Farley leant back, looking sagely satisfied. 

‘Indeed!’ said the Head. He looked a little worried. “You 
had no authority, of course?’ 

“None... Johnson looked complacent. 

‘But the girl accepted. Made no complaint?’ 

A flicker of a smile crossed Johnson's pale lips. ‘I think 
one can say she complained at the time.’ Farley grinned. 
“But not afterwards. Everything was settled in camera as 
they say in Court. 

“It makes sense, said Farley. 

‘I shall make the final decision, said the Head, giving 
his Deputy a sharp glance. 

‘Of course, head.’ Farley sat back and laid his hands 
over his belly. That was fine. If there were any trouble, 
he wouldn't be in it. 

“It would be best, said Johnson, ‘if the girl consented 
— in writing. 

‘I shall make all the arrangements,’ said the Head. His 
pallid features had taken on a somewhat rosy hue, his 
hands moved about in an agitated fashion. Farley noted 
it but Johnson seemed to have gone into a state of 
meditation. 

‘Er...when, Head?’ enquired Farley. 

‘Within the hour, came the sharp reply. ‘Once a deci- 
sion has been made, it should be acted upon’ 

‘Ah yes, of course...” 


‘I concur; said Johnson. watery eyes suddenly glinting. 

‘So we will meet here at precisely...’ he looked at his 
watch. *...three o'clock. Matron will have the girl stan- 
ding by. 

‘Excellent, said Farley, softly. The Head gave him a war- 
ning look. It seemed to say, whether it be true or not, that 
this was purely a matter concerning the School’s reputa- 
tion. Nothing personal. However, there was a-definite air 
of conspiracy as the three men, all soberly dressed, one 
gowned, rose from the table and left the room. Obse- 
quiously, Farley motioned the Head to lead the way. 

Remarkably, one might have thought, it was the Head 
Girl who was in trouble. She was a tall, straight-backed 
girl with attractive features and shortish blonde hair. Eigh- 
teen years old. Almost nineteen. In every sense a woman, 
even:though she might still be classified as a schoolgirl. 
That was what Farley found so exciting about the whole 
situation. This wasn't a kid they were dealing with, this 


was an adult. A very controlled young person, he had 
always considered. You could sense the ice in her. Such 
qualities had made her Head of the School. It made this 
present lapse all the more surprising. Exciting, in fact, 
thought Farley, and then subdued the thought. It was the 
School which counted, not individuals, he told himself 
primly. If they had to suffer for the School, so be it. 

Yet Farley knew he was bubbling inside. 

Johnson was more phlegmatic. It did not mean quite as 
much to him as once it might have done. On the other 
hand, he had to admit an interest. An 18-year old being 
soundly caned was something out of the ordinary. A $im- 
ple matter of discipline, of course. In his earlier days it 
would have been less remarkable. He, personally, had can- 
ed quite a few female bottoms in his time. Johnson was 
sure they were all the better for it. 

The Head was fluttering inwardly and outwardly. He 
knew it had to be done. 
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A surging excitement within him told him he wanted 
it to be done. For the School...for the School...he kept 
telling himself, knowing all the time the falsity of that. 
He wanted it done, because he wanted to do it. His pulses 
pounded at the very thought of it. 

That ivory-tower of a girl. So immaculate. Yet now 
guilty. 

He picked up the house-phone and asked for Matron. 


* * * 


The girl’s features looked surprisingly unemotional but 
there was a tension in her bearing. 

‘Thank you, Matron, you may go,” said the Head. 

“You don't want me to stay, Sir?” 

‘Quite unnecessary, Matron.’ The Head was aware of 
a flicker of frustration over the woman's heavy, middle- 
aged face. 

“If you say so, Sir.’ 
tend to her later.” 

‘Maybe you will, Matron,” nodded the Head, fingers 
drumming on the table. He watched the woman turn and 
go. Interfering old bag. Then he turned his attention to 
the young woman who had just entered the room, finding 
his heart begin to beat a shade faster. She really was quite 
something. Her calmness and self-assurance impressed 
him. He looked at Johnson on his left and Farley on his 


Prim. ‘Maybe I shall have to at- 


right before speaking. 

“You know why you're here, of course, Hilary,” he 
said. He was annoyed that his voice was not as NE 
ed as he would have liked. 

‘I know only what I have been told, Headmaster...’ ‘She 
tossed her head, her hair was fair and shining. ‘I’ve done 
nothing wrong.” 

The Head sat, looking serious, fingers still drumming. 
“What we are mainly concerned with, he stated, ‘is the 
reputation of this School. Not yours.’ 

The girl’s cheeks pinkened; a soft, pouting lower lip 
was bitten. The effort required to keep control of emo- - 
tions was evident. ‘My reputation is important to me,’ 
said the girl, still seeming remarkably composed. 

The Head leant back in his chair. “The facts are sim- 
ple, Hilary. You, upon returning from a visit to Holland, 
were found with a remarkably large supply of a ‘certain 
substance’ in your luggage. Matron found it there. You 
were doubtless not aware that Matron has orders to search 
the luggage of pupils who have been abroad.’ 

The tall girl lowered her eyes momentarily. 
package was planted there.’ she said simply. 


‘The 


The Head snorted and looked from one colleague to 
another. ‘Not altogether believable,’ said Farley. 

“It happens to be true...” 

“We have made some investigations,’ said the Head, 
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trying not to look too intently at the girl's long legs beneath 
a short skirt; “In order to preserve the School's reputa- 
tion. Elaine, the friend you went with, has been inter- 
rogated. She had revealed that you were in conversation 
with a young man in some night spot or other — one 
of dubious reputation, I understand — and that ultimate- 
ly you accepted a parcel from him.’ 

“He told me it was a birthday present for his mother,’ 
said the girl. She w ginning to look a little despair- 
ing. How often plain truth could be distorted! 

Johnson snorted; Farley smiled faintly. Did she imagine 
they would believe such a story? 

“If we take the facts to the Police, Hilary,” said the 
Head, “as indeed we ought, your life may be ruined.’ He 
saw the girl’s cheeks getting pinker. Was it an admission 
of guilt? “That does not concern me so much,’ he con- 
tinued. ‘It is the reputation of the School I am concerned 
with. Parents would imagine this place to be a den of drug- 
taking! I wouldn’t blame them. Pupils would be taken 
away. That is why I — and my colleagues — thought this 
a most serious matter — which is not to come to public 
notice. 
are taking a risk.” 

The girl gulped, 
voice breaking. 


“Tve done nothing...’ she said, her 


Johnson snorted again. “We've gone on long enough 
with this,’ he said sourly. ‘Tell her what we propose, 
Head.” 

The Head looked faintly put out by this peremptory sug- 
gestion, but nonetheless, fixed his Head Girl with as stern 
a look as he could contrive. “We have decided to keep 
matters underwraps, provided you are prepared to accept 
our punishment.’ The Head paused. “No one else will ever 
know. The evidence will be destroyed.’ 

‘I am not guilty,’ said the girl, chin held bravely high. 
“Yet you, as Judge and Jury, have pronounced me guil- 
ty. Probably, despite everything, it would be the same 
in a Court of Law.’ She paused and, for a few moments, 
seemed to lose her composure. ‘I shall therefore accept 
your punishment,’ she said softly. 

The three male figures around the table — thought they 
did not sigh — visibly relaxed. Justice — of a rough kind 
— was about to be done. 

“We have decided,’ stated the Head, ‘such is the 
seriousness of this offence, that there is no alternative but 
for you to be caned. And caned severely, Hilary.’ 

An intake of breath; a little shudder; yet still a look of 
proud defiance in her face. The look of a virgin martyr, 
thought Farley. Well, there had been plenty before now. 

*C-cane...me? But...but I’m eighteen!’ 


“That seems irrelevant,’ said Johnson unsympathetical- 
ly. His watery eyes were glistening. 

‘Quite so,’ nodded the Head. ‘The point is, Hilary, do 
you accept our proposal or not?” 

Hilary’s shoulders sagged in defeat. There was a tiny 


sob. It was so unfair! ‘It. 
could this happen to me? 

‘Just answer my question, Hilary,’ said the Head 
abruptly. ‘Neither the Law, nor I, look kindly on this kind 
of thing?’ He actually flinched at the sudden fire which 
flamed in the girl's eyes and, for the first time, he began 
to wonder whether they had really got to the truth of the 
matter. Still, too late to turn back now. And which of the 
three of them wanted to anyway? 

The girl’s small chin tilted defiantly. “It's barbaric,’ she 
said, flushing deeply. 

“It’s no more than justice,” said Johnson. ‘Pity the cane 
isn’t used more often in schools. As it once was.’ 

“Answer!” demanded the Head. His cheeks were becom- 
ing florid now that the moment critique was arriving. 

Two pale, slim hands covered Hilary’s face. ‘There 
doesn't seem anything....e-else...I can do...’ came her 
resigned yet resentful response. 

So, it was settled. The Head seemed nervous. Johnson 
rose and so did Farley. “You will place yourself over that,’ 


...80...unjust...oh, how 


said the Head, indicating a small table in front of the 
window. 

“This is against human rights,’ said Hilary in a voice 
suddenly clear. 

“What you have done is a serious matter.’ responded 
Farley, not hiding the relish in his voice. Things were 
going splendidly. The Head seemed at last to have sum- 
moned up sufficient nerve. He saw tears trickling down 
the girl’s cheeks...and knew she had accepted the in- 
evitable. Stonily she moved across the room and stood 
with the front of her thighs against the table’s edge. Her 
thighs were bare. Even senior girls were permitted to wear 
no more than white, calf-length socks. 

“W-what...are you g-going to do?’ Oh how plaintive! 

‘L..or, rather, we...are going to give you eighteen 
strokes of the cane. You will lift your skirt, Hilary and 
you will take down your knickers.’ 

“Ohh.....ohhhh....this is awful...” 

‘So is the alternative,’ said Johnson. he watched ex- 
pectantly, as the skirt was pulled up; firm thighs, swell- 
ing into pert buttocks. Buttocks snugly clad in a pair of 
navy blue knickers which hid much yet excited the im- 
agination. Farley suppressed a whistle of appreciation; 
he did not think the Head would have approved. 

‘It...it’s m-monstrous...’ 
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It’s beautiful, thought the Head, his eyes on Hilary’s 
knickers as they were tugged reluctantly down. He took 
out the hook-handled cane he had placed in his drawer. 
Though he had secretly hoped it might be put to use, he 
had never quite believed it. 

“As Senior Master, will you lead off, Johnson?” 

“Very well, Head.” The aging teacher took the cane of- 
fered him and flexed it appreciatively. Certainly it was 
like old times. Quite some girl this. ‘Grip the edge of the 
table hard, girl,” he advised. ‘This is going to hurt.” 

“L..hate you...I hate all of you!’ It was the cry of a 


genuine martyr. 
“You're not fit.” 


‘The statement was cut short as Johnson lashed the cane 
down across Hilary’s naked bottom. It was replaced by 
a gasping whinny of pain; and blonde hair tossing back. 
Bravely, the girl held on to the table’s edge. 

Without haste, Johnson continued to lay on the strokes, 
spacing them about an inch apart. They were not ex- 
cessively hard but they raised quite bright pink weals. 

ly the girl clung to the table, gasping and cry- 
ing out. It’s her pride which gives her the strength, though 
Farley. Super. What a lovely bottom it was...and how 
deliciously it squirmed! 

“Mr Farley...’ He took the cane. Felt it whippy in his 
hand. His turn. ‘Give her a little while to recover, Mr 


Farley.” 
“Very well, Head.’ Farley, trembling with anticipation, 
gazed upon the soft-quivering bottom before him. The 


Head Girl... 
A nod from the Head...Farley lashed down the first 
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stroke. Instantly the girl lost her grip and clasped at her 
flinching bottom. Was it because he was younger and 
stronger? No matter; he could not have asked for a better 
result. He waited patiently while the girl calmed herself 
and lifted up her skirt again. In due time, he raised the 
cane and brought it down good and hard; and why not? 
Didn't the girl deserve it? 


* * * 


From then on, the caning became a more complicated 
affair. Hilary, most understandably, became more and 
more reluctant to present her bottom for attention. 
Especially when the Head started on her. He seemed even 
more vindictive than those who had gone before. Indeed, 
he had to call in the assistance of his colleagues to ensure 
Hilary was positioned correctly — and unable to interfere 
with her punishment. Her thoroughly deserved punish- 
ment, as the Head thought of it. 

Ultimately, amidst a deal of squealing and a welter of 
tears, the eighteenth stroke was administered. Icy, calm 
Hilary had certainly lost every last vestige of her com- 
posúre. No more pride. Pain had robbed her of that. She 
had become a tearful quiver; pleading for them to stop. 

It had certainly been a very sound caning. One which 


the Head considered to be thoroughly deserved. ‘Send for 
Matron,’ he ordered in a steely voice. Wielding a cane 
seemed to have given him a new dimension of authority. 


* * * 


They sat with a decanter of port around the table, each 
with features flushed, not saying much. Before them was 
a small, square package. 

“What shall we do with this?’ asked the Head. 

“Best to burn it,’ said Farley. 

Johnson said nothing, but opened the package careful- 
ly. Inside was a plastic sack of white powder. He opened 
that, too, then put in a finger and licked. For a little while 
he was silent. 

“No need to do anything with it,” he said. ‘It’s flour...’ 

“Are you sure?’ The Head looked incredulous. Still, as 
Chemistry. Master, Johnson ought to know. The whole 
thing was Crazy. That evening they’d thrashed his Head 
Girl for nothing! 

‘Of course, I’m sure,’ replied Johnson, seeming quite 
unperturbed. “Bad luck on her, eh? Still, there you are.” 
He poured himself some more port. 

After a moment or two so did Farley and the Head- 
master. There, indeed, you were. 


5) 


DR. FORSTER 
TAKES A LOOK 


ADANT BEADS 


‘Had old Forster look her over, of course; give 
the whole thing a feel of respectability, don’t you 
know?’ 

‘Respectability? | thought Forster had been 
struck off.’ 

‘Oh, well, yes — he has, but the girl isn’t to 
know that, is she. Nor her father.’ 

‘Thought he was her step-father.’ 

‘Step-father. Sorry — hadn't realised we were 
being pedantic.’ 

‘Not pedantic, old boy — just that | like to know 
what's what. Don't see what it’s got to do with 
him, anyway; | thought she was beyond the age 
of needing her guardian’s consent — beyond the 
age where she even needed a guardian, for that 

matter. 


‘Well, I'm not quite sure about that aspect of 
it. Still, sixteen, seventeen, eighteen — what's the 
difference? So long as someone's signed the 
enrolment forms, eh?’ 

‘| suppose so. What did Forster do with her 
then? Make her strip off, eh?’ 

‘Well, | did ask him to ‘look her over’ — couldn't 
very well do that if he didn't have her in the buff.” 

‘Don’t see how he could do it if he did; he can’t 
see his hand in front of his face, even with his 
glasses. 

‘No — well perhaps he does it by feel instead.’ 


‘| dare say he does; damned sure | would. 
Anyway, what's she like, hmm? Pretty one, is she? 
Nice little handful?’ 

‘Yes, quite. Forster took some photos, you 
know. During the medical.’ 

‘Photos? Have you got ‘em, then?’ 

“They're in Matron's office, | should think.’ 

‘Are they? Well then, | think you'd better letyour 

old friend have a look —' 
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FEEDBACK 


Dear Blushes, 


Your magazine is now easily the best 
available for CP fans and I felt I had 
to write to congratulate you. I am 
also a keen supporter of ‘New 
Uniform Girls’ and it is good to see 
how this has recently developed. 


Could I enter my own reply to PL’s 
intriguing question (first posed in his 
questionnaire in Whispers 4 and 
since answered by many 
correspondents). 


“Choose any attractive girl of your 
acquaintance and imagine that you 
are granted custody over her without 
fear of interference from social 
workers and other do gooders. How 
would you approach the prospect of 
disciplining her?” 


My choice would be my next door 
neighbour's only daughter Mandy. 
She is 18 years old now and a cons- 
tant worry to her parents, given her 
constant promiscuous behaviour. 
She regularly brings two or three 
boys back to the house in the after- 
noon when her parents are out at 


work. Last summer, during a hot 
spell, caught sight of her serving 
drinks to the boys on their patio 
dressed only in a very tiny pair of 
bikini pants! I would love to send 
you a picture but, as I do not have 
a telephoto lens, this would be dif- 
ficult. Mandy is slim but with a well- 
rounded figure — something liked 
36-24-36 or thereabouts. She has 
long blonde hair and deep brown 
eyes. She always looks absolutely 
delectable but especially sexy in the 
very revealing outfits she wears 
when she goes out on dates. I have 
noticed that she must wear stockings 
and suspenders as these are often to 
be seen drying on next door's 
washing line. She always gives me 
a smile when we meet and I am sure 
she is totally unaware of my detail- 
ed plans for her reform! 


This plan involves obtaining the 
prior approval of her parents and 
then taking Mandy to a remote far- 
mhouse for a ‘holiday’ where I 
would have total control over every 
aspect of her life. After first 
establishing my authority by caning 
Mandy’s bottom as often as 
necessary the daily regime would be 
as follows:- 


7.30 am — Mandy rises from a 
restless night on a hard bed in her 
cold bare room. She washes in cold 
water and puts on her PT costume 
— vest, white cotton pants and plim- 
sols. She delivers my cup of tea with 
a low curtsey and then proceeds to 
her morning exercises (deep knee 
squats, press ups, running on the 
spot etc) before me. I have a riding 
crop on the bedside cabinet and 
reward any lack of effort by making 
her pull down her knickers and lie 
across my bed while I apply the 
crop. 


8.00 am — She prepares and serves 
my breakfast. 1 take my coffee 
seated in a comfortable armchair 
next to the French windows. 
Through them I can see Mandy, now 
minus her vest, running circuit after 
circuit of the field in front of the 
house. I watch her breasts bobbing 
up and down and her deep blushes 
as local farmhands come over to 
jeer. After a full 20 minutes of this 
she staggers in sweating and ex- 
hausted and proceeds immediately to 


clean up the breakfast things. 


8.30 am — ‘Cold shower’ applied, 
whatever the weather, with a hose 
Pipe in the farmyard. A hard scrub- 
bing brush is used to ensure 
thorough cleansing. While still wet 
she must then touch her toes to 
receive the 10 strokes of the cane 
which her lack of effort whilst run- 
ning always merits. If local far- 
mhands wish to assist me in her 
scrubbing and then witness her can- 
ing so much the better! 


9.00 am — Mandy puts on her Work 
Outfit — very short pleated skirt, 
half cup bra, a very tight uncomfor- 
table leather g-string and high heel- 
ed leather boots. She cleans the 
house from the top attics down to the 
hard kitchen floor. No modern aids 
are allowed — scrubbing brushes, 
scouring pads, brushes, mops — I 
check on her regularly and apply a 
tawse as necessary. 


11.00 am — Mandy brings my 
elevenses and, still in her work out- 
fit, I allocate her the day’s ‘dirty 
jobs’ — the worst, most unpleasant 
jobs I can devise (cleaning out the 
filthy, cockroach infested cellars, 
spreading manure on the fields, 
cleaning and polishing the insides of 
dustbins..) 


1.00 pm — After her dirty work 
Mandy is quite a sight! She must 
shower with liberal applications of 
carbolic and disinfectant. This is the 
only, hot shower she is allowed to 
take during the day ( only to remove 
the dirt, not for her comfort!) When 
she is clean, powdered and her face 
made up she presents herself for my 
inspection. Any trace of dirt results 
in a caning. If she needs it, I then 
shave under her armpits and between 
her legs (Mandy is depilated 
throughout her two weeks with me). 
She prepares a light snack for me, 
still nude. 


1.30 pm — Mandy, nude, kneels 
facing a full length mirror, hands on 
head and legs slightly parted for a 
full hour in which she must consider 
her past behaviour. While she is do- 
ing this I take a nap. 


2.30 pm — Mandy brings me a cup 
of tea and then puts on her ‘School 


Uniform’ — a rather special one 
devised by me. This consists of a 
very short navy blue pleated mini- 
skirt which just covers the tops of 
her black seamed stockings, a semi- 
transparent white blouse under 
which her breasts are bare, school 
tie, tiny navy blue cotton pants pull- 
ed well up between her buttocks, 
navy blue suspender belt and high 
heeled black patent leather shoes. 
Her hair is held in two bunches by 
white ribbons and, to complete her 
outfit, she wears a small straw 
boater. 


3.00 pm — I take her, dressed in the 
School Uniform, into the nearest 
town to do some shopping. She is not 
allowed to wear a coat and must 
walk straight a couple of paces in 
front of me so that the many men 
who leer and shout over to her are 
not aware she is with me. She feels 
totally humiliated but I enhance this 
discomfort by devising every way 
possible to shame her. At several 
points in the walk I will make her 
bend double to adjust her shoes, 
always when her lovely bottom is 
facing a group of navvies or the like. 
They whistle and jeer at the sight of 
her exposed knickers. On a windy 
day I make her go into a phone box 
and remove her knickers (which she 
must then carry prominently in her 
hand) — The wind then lifts her skirt 
to reveal everything during the rest 
of our walk. If it is possible I take 
her up and down escalators and stairs 
— a queue of men always follows us! 
She may not use a public toilet while 
we are out but must squat behind a 
bush in semi-public view. 


3.30 pm — We call in one of the 
many department stores or lingerie 
shops in the town and Mandy must 
select the sexiest, most revealing 
underwear she can find. I embarrass 
her by making her try iton. Once or 
twice I have taken her into a garden- 
ing shop and selected canes of 
various thickness making it obvious 
to all present that they are intended 
for the bottom of the lovely girl at 
my side. A saddlers similarly pro- 
vides straps. 


4.30 pm — Return home. I take tea 
while Mandy puts away our pur- 
chases and then strips nude except 
for her high heels. I lead her out to 
the courtyard and make her put on 
a 50lb backpack before putting her 
through an hour of rigorous mar- 
ching drill. Her knees are raised as 
high as possible and her arms swing, 
all encouraged by regular cuts from 
my riding cróp across her legs. The 
cobbled surface of the yard ensures 


that her high heels get stuck fre- 
quently and she stumbles — always 
punished by three strokes to her bot- 
tom. The sweat drips from her and 
she is totally exhausted at the end of 
the drill. 


5.30 pm — Mandy may now “relax” 
for a half hour. She takes her only 
meal of the day — a bowl of thick 
lumpy porridge followed by bread, 
cheese and fruit. if she has not per- 
formed her drill well enough this 
meal is reduced in size. After this 
she showers and puts on her Maid’s 
Outfit - (complete French Maid's 
outfit) and prepares the evening 
meal. 


7.00 pm — My dinner guests arrive 
and Mandy serves the meal she has 
prepared for us. 1 usually invite 
several men friends and wherever 
possible one or two married couples 
— all CP devotees of course. If my 
guests wish for a little entertainment 
T order Mandy to sing and dance for 
us — often making her bare her 
breasts for the dancing. 


8.00 pm — After dinner we sit 
around the fire while Mandy 
prepares herself for the day’s worst 
ordeal. She enters when summoned 
and curtesies to all present. She 
wears one of the outfits I have 
bought for her or she may be made 
to model a succession of outfits for 
our pleasure. She must then perform 
a striptease to suitable music. As the 
days progress, this strip becomes 
more ‘professional’ despite her acute 
embarrassment. At any point my 
guests or I may require her to pose 
in a particular way — sometimes we 
photograph her. When naked except 
for her high-heels she lies across the 
lap of each person present in turn — 
men and women — for a very 
thorough and intimate examination, 
her legs parted. After this she kneels 
before each and offers her breasts to 
them for examination. 


We then make her describe in great 
detail her misbehaviour with boys. 
This whole process of humiliation 
may take up to an hour and a half. 


9.30 pm — A heavy leather armchair 
is pushed into the centre of the room 
beneath a spotlight. Mandy bends 
right over its back with her legs 
spread as wide as possible. She then 
receives her main punishment of the 
day — up to 20 strokes with a wide 
diversity of implements including 
birch, tawse, cane and whips. Her 
bottom takes the brunt of the punish- 
ment, of course, but her thighs, back 
and shoulders are not overlooked. 


Some days, in addition, she is 
ordered to stand with her arms held 
high above her head while she 
receives punishment to the front of 
her body from shoulders to knees. 
If women are present they usually 
join in eagerly and particular enjoy 
lashing Mandy’s breasts — a task 
which the men sometimes feel a lit- 
tle squeamish about. Mandy sobs 
and screams and begs for mercy. She 
often offers sex if we will stop but 
this is pointless as we always make 
sure she gets the full punishment 
after which some of the men will, in 
any case, take whatever pleasure 
they want from her. I approve of this 
as it greatly increases her humilia- 
tion to be fucked in front of a room 
of strangers. After a further close ex- 
amination of her body she is made 
to thank us for her discipline. 


12.00 midnight — Mandy is allow- 
ed to go to bed but I will often check 
up on her during the night to ensure 
that she is not playing with herself 
— a pretext (she never is of course 
as she is too exhausted and sore) and 
one which I use as an excuse to make 
her get up and either do extra work 
or submit to experimental 
punishments which often occur to 
me during the night — a prolonged 
‘tit dipping’ in iced water for in- 
stance. I may force her to give me 
a very relaxing massage although 
French kissing is the ony sexual 
pleasure I take. 


After two weeks of this Mandy 
would be a truly reformed young 
lady. 


Some words of explanation. 


First, you may wonder who pays for 
all this (including the outfits bought 
for her). Her father will pay me for 
my services and will cover all ex- 
penses. You may also wonder about 
the possibility of Mandy trying to 
escape this regime. On the first day 
I would show her the heaviest birch 
and promise her 30 hard strokes if 
she even thought of escape. Besides 
this her humiliating and revealing 
costumes would discourage her from 
wandering too far and she would 
know that, should she find her way 
home, her father would return her 
immediately. Mandy would be 
allowed no privacy at all during the 
two weeks — she must even leave 
the toilet door open or perform on 
a potty if guests are present. 


I am sorry to have gone on for so 
long but I wanted to give a very 
thorough reply to the question posed. 

T.J.M., Manchester 
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College. In fact once you were there, an inmate 
so to speak, there were more than one or two of 
them but by that time the chances were you couldn't do 


Ta were one or two odd things about St Alwyns 


much about You were probably there due to your 
parents having to go abroad because that was the sort of 
pupil (or girl because St Alwyns only took girls) that it 
catered for. And if your parents were off abroad on 
business or whatever they were not going to take much 
notice of moaning letters because they wouldn’t want to 


know. ‘Just stick it out, dear. It’s bound to be a little 
strange at first.” 

It was more than a little strange. St Alwyns could be 
very strange indeed. Unless of course you were used to 
that sort of thing. And girls nowadays mostly aren’t, are 
they? 

Take knickers. Knickers? Well, it may sound a trivial 
matter but as it happens knickers were a not unimportant 
item at St Alwyns. Because girls’ knickers were quite a 
thing with Mr Glamling, an item close to his heart. Mr 


Glamling was Headmaster and Principal and everything 
else at St Alwyns. St Alwyns was his school. He owned 
it. So what Mr Glamling said and thought, and was dear 
to his heart about girls’ knickers, went. Mr Glamling lik- 
ed, rather old-fashioned ones. Not exactly bloomers but 
knickers that properly covered a girl’s bottom. And as 
we are talking about the 16 to 18 (occasionally 19) age 
group, which was what St Alwyns took, we are talking 
for the most part about good-sized, substantial bottoms. 
Mr Glamling's — or St Alwyns — knickers were a 
medium blue, close fitting without being too tight and 
came properly down to the tops of a girl’s thighs. 

This, as most of us know, is not at all the sort of thing 
girls like to wear nowadays. Mostly they seem to prefer 
the vestigal sort that almost at once work their way com- 
pletely into the cleft of the wearer’s bottom so that you 
have to look twice — or feel twice — to be sure a girl 
has any on at all. That state of affairs was definitely out 
if you were going to St Alwyns. As a girl quickly found 
out on her visit to Twidgett's, sole outfitters to the school, 
or to Mr Glamling, and to be found in the High Street 
of the neighbouring town. 

Alison Milthorpe for instance. Very pretty and very 
blonde (so much so that one might suspect it was not en- 
tirely natural) 17 and her parents off to Hong Kong for 
a year, St Alwyns just the place for her, and pretty Alison 
just the girl for St Alwyns. My word yes, with in addi- 
tion to the prettiness and the cascading blonde locks a fine 
mature shape, about to be kitted out in the St Alwyns rig. 
Old Mr Twidgett quite beside himself at the prospect. 
Showing her the knickers. Alison, like many a girl before 
her, looking at them wide-eyed. Oh! 

‘Let’s see then,’ urged old Mr Twidgett. ‘I should say 
this pair’s about your size. Nice big girl, eh! But try them 
on. Let's have a look. And then the rest, but we must, 
ah, get the knicks right first, eh?” 

Alison realising to her dismay that she was meant to 
strip off and try on the uniform right there, in Mr 
Twidgett’s back room, and presumably in front of the pro- 
prietor. No, there wasn’t a private cubicle, he told her. 
Why would she want that? She wasn’t shy, was she? Not 
a big girl like Alison. Mr Twidgett, eager eyed, inform- 
ed her he had seen many, many girls before — and in- 
tended to see many more after her. So come on! 

Alison most reluctantly divesting herself. Everything 
off was the requirement. Because one other thing, an odd 
thing no doubt, was that one did not wear a bra at St 
Alwyns. Mr Glamling’s rule, along with the knickers. No 
bra. Alison was very well built in that region — though 
Not at all keen to display this fact. Mr Twidgett sharply 
told her to take her hands away. And get going. So her 
own skimpy nylon knickers came off, like everything else. 
Divine desperately into the blue St Alwyns ones. Oh 
Cripes. 

Standing there in just those awful knickers while Mr 
Twidgett (‘No we don't need the rest on yet.’) grabbed 
and groped. (‘Get your hands away. My word, you’re 
like an eel.) You were suffering of course only what every 
other girl about to start at St Alwyns had to suffer. Mr 
Twidgett did not give Mr Glamling those very attractive 
rates on his uniforms, which the latter then failed to pass 
on to the parents, for nothing. Oh no. Mr Twidgett need- 
ed his pound of flesh. To be taken hold of in both hands. 

Alison Milthorpe may it is true have had to suffer just 
a little more than the average. But what could you expect 
with such an arousing form. Those remarkable tits for 
instance, doubly remarkable on a still budding 17 year 
old, with their nipples under Mr Twidgett’s ministrations 
soon sticking out like nobody’s business. And what the 
decorous but body-hugging blue knickers now contained 
as well: ripe, roundnesses, entrancing declivities. Oh yes, 
she was bound to need some extra moments — quite a 
few — before Mr Twidgett could proceed with the other 


garments. 

These proved to be a quite long, below-the-knee length 
grey skirt plus blouse and red tie. No bra, as already men- 
tioned, though in colder weather, at Mr Glamling's discre- 
tion, a light vest could be worn. The outfit was completed 
by white knee socks and shiny black strap-over shoes. 
There was also a blue blazer but you were not going to 
be wearing that in school; for if you were how could Mr 
Glamling admire those nice, pert, girlish (in Alison’s case 
not so girlish) glands? 

Yes, a very demutg, butter-wouldn’t-melt-in-the-mouth 
outfit. Not really the sort of thing your modern girl of 
16 to 18 would choose to be attired in. Not at all. Though 
usually, as with Alison, they were thankful to be finally 
allowed to get it on. You were now attired as Mr Glaml- 
ing wanted you. More or less, excepting the times when 
he would want parts of it off, or in one particular case, 
down. But that would come later. Not necessarily much 
later but later. For the moment you were clad as a new 
St Alwyns girl should be. And already, clearly, aware 
that there were one or two odd things, things unexpected, 
if only in terms of the uniform, at St Alwyns College for 
Girls. 

You were now ready to meet Mr Glamling himself, if 
you had not already done so in a preliminary meeting with 
your parents. Alison Milthorpe had not met Mr Glaml- 
ing. Nor had she actually visited St Alwyns, that attrac- 
tive old building set out_in the country in its pleasant 
grounds behind a mellow büt substantial brick wall which 
kept girls in and likewise kept out any overheated males 
with ideas of getting at the choice inmates. Clad in her 
uniform and with her own outfit transferred to her suit- 
case Alison found an ancient motor waiting for her out- 
side Mr Twidgett's, with Mr Glamling's equally ancient 
handyman at the wheel. Mr Biggings. 

“Ah, Miss Milthorpe is it? All set then, are we?’ 

Mr Biggings seemed very friendly. Perhaps too friend- 
ly, Alison thought, as she removed his hand from her leg. 
But she didn't want to antagonise him. Mr Biggings was 
saying he could show her the ropes. A cackly laugh. ‘Ow 
to survive at St Alwyns. ‘Ow to survive Mr Glamling.’ 
Another cackle. “Are you, er, a virgin, young lady?’ 

Alison, flushing, did not intend to answer that, and told 
him to mind his own business. To get such a question from 
the school servant after five minutes acquantance was 
clearly another example of the oddness of the place. ‘Odd’ 
indeed was hardly strong enough. Alison’s unbrassiered 
breasts tingled. Mr Biggings said he was ‘just curious’. 

Whatever next, she wondered. Next, naturally, was Mr 
Glamling himself. Lord and master of St Alwyns, and of 
its toothsome pupils, enjoined to his task by parents mostly 
dispersed to the various corners of the globe. Alison 
followed Mr Biggings to Mr Glamling’s office with some 
trepidation. Not surprisingly, given those knickers and 
the no-bra edict. There was also Mr Biggings’s ‘Are you 
a virgin?’ but presumably the Headmaster was not respon- 
sible for that. 

Mr Glamling in fact had the appearance of a kindly old 
gent. Of mature years with a reassuringly rounded shape 
and an amiable expression behind his spectacles. Surely 
this man would not enquire if she were a virgin — and 
it was difficult to believe he could be making girls go 
without bras. Perhaps it was for some sort of health 
reason. Alison smiled winningly. Make a good impres- 
sion. Because after all... 

Mr Glamling proved just as pleasant to talk to as he 
looked. Asking about this and that: her parents, her other 
school — non-boarding of course which was why Alison’s 
parents had had to find St Alwyns. Oh yes very pleasant. 
Mr Glamling might be glancing at her blouse front occa- 
sionally — but then again it might be her imagination. 
He would take her on a little tour of the school, he said. 
Which was very kind, because he must be a very busy 


man. It was no trouble, Mr Glamling said. 

St Alwyns was quite large for a private house, which 
it had been before Mr Glamling started up his school, but 
for a school it wasn't big. Just a small number of girls, 
something like 10 normally, though the numbers did go 
up and down with demand. A nice sort of number because 
anyway did a man need more than 10 girls? Especially 
if he was of mature years. Mr Glamling had two assistants 
to carry out the great bulk of the teaching load. He himself 
was more concerned with administration. And of course 
discipline. 

“What was your other school like for discipline, 
Alison?’ he asked pleasantly as they walked along a 
cream-painted corridor. 

How did you answer that? What did it mean? There 
hadn’t been girls rioting or burning the place down. ‘All 
right, Sir,’ said Alison..*Good, I should say.’ 

‘Good,’ said Mr Glamling approvingly. “Discipline is 
always most important.’ 

He opened a cream-coloured door and they went in- 
side. What was it, a bathroom, a changing room? There 
were wash-basins, and showers. Towels hanging up. Also 
on the floor and elsewhere items of clothing. *Untidy 
girls," Mr Glamling said shaking his head. Bending with 
some effort he picked something up. It was a pair of those 
blue knickers. The sort that Alison now had on. St Alwyns 
knickers, What was that pair doing on the floor here, she 
wondered. 

‘Needs her bottom smacking, that young lady.’ Mr 
Glamling was examining the inside of the knickers’ waist- 
band, looking at a name tag. ‘Ah...’ 

He dropped the knickers on a chair, then went back to 
the door. Alison heard a bolt slide home. 

“Not got your name in yours yet I daresay, Alison?” 
He meant her knickers. Alison shook her head. Mr 
Twidgett had done a lot of messing about with the knickers 
once she had them on but it hadn’t included putting any 
name tag in. 

‘See Mrs Fulmer about it. You need your name in your 
knickers, and of course other items. Mrs Fulmer is our 
housekeeper, a very capable lady.’ 

Mr Glamling was close up now. ‘Now then, Alison, 
here is as good a place as any for your first lesson. In 
fact this bathroom is a place I find quite handy for it. One 
is not disturbed, once the door is locked, that is.’ 

Her first lesson? 

‘Not that you have broken any rules, Alison. Not at all. 
Not yet at least. But I like to show a girl what’s what. 
So she knows what to expect.” 

What was happening? What was happening was that Mr 
Glamling was telling her to raise her arms and take hold 
of some wall hooks up above her head. He was going to 
spank her bottom. Had she heard that right? He was go- 
ing to spank her bottom. Not really able to take in this 
unbelievable statement Alison nonetheless, somehow, 
raised her arms and grasped the hooks. Then gasped. Mr 
Glamling was close against her back. And his hands had 
come round and taken hold of her boobs. Those very im- 
pressive boobs that in the St Alwyns manner were free 
and unharnessed under her blouse. Mr Glamling was cup- 
ping them. And then tweaking the nipples. 

“Just checking, Alison. You have a very good develop- 
ment. Very good. Now then...’ 

Mr Glamling let go of her, which was something, but 
only to grab up her skirt at the back. That demure grey 
skirt pulled right up, to Alison’s neck. Mr Glamling tell- 
ing her that he was going to tuck the skirt’s hem into her 
collar. Which meant that behind her... 

Mr Glamling in a no-nonsense manner was taking 
Alison’s knickers down. Pulling them right down, to the 
region of her knees. Her splendid bottom was quite bare. 
And Mr Glamling’s hand was on it. Two hands. She hung 
onto the hooks. 


Then squealed. Mr Glamling had begun spanking. 
Hard, stinging smacks cracking into her tender flesh. She 
was squealing and yelping, sounds which this bathroom 
had heard plenty of in the past for it was a favourite venue 
of Mr Glamling. Alison’s skirt slid down in her jerky 
writhings but Mr Glamling gathered it up again and held 
it aloft. A man after all only needed his good right hand 
free to smack a girl’s bottom. He kept on. 
Smack!...Smack!...Smack!...He might look somewhat 
over-weight and out of condition but when a man's heart 
is in a task it is amazing what he can do. 

He was perhaps a little out of breath at the end as he 
breathed, “There, my girl. That’s better.’ 

Poor Alison. The whole of her body it seemed was tingl- 
ing, smarting. Not just the glowing bottom and backs of 
her thighs but everything. She had never been smacked 
like that before. Not ever. Nothing remotely like it. And 
she hadn’t done anything. Mr Glamling had just... The 
sheer enormity of it was enough to cause those fat tears 
brimming from her eyes, never mind the stinging pain. 

Mr Glamling was saying something. His hand was 
squeezing her poor bottom and he was saying something. 
What...? 

‘That'll do for now, my dear. You can pull "em up. 
I shall want them down again to give you a caning but 


get them up for the moment. Then we’ll have a look at 
the rest of the building. 

Because it was such a small school St Alwyns had the 
advantage of individual rooms. Bedrooms. Each girl had 
her own. If that was an advantage of course. 
Because...well, you might consider there was safety in 
numbers. That was what one of the other girls had said 
to Alison earlier, at tea time. 

Making a little face, a grimace, as she said it. Alison 
had wondered what she meant but now, at just after ten, 
as the door to her room opened and Mr Glamling came 
quietly in the thought came that, yes, perhaps there was 
safety in numbers. 

Mr Glamling was smiling his friendly smile. But he had 
been smiling that same smile when, right after tea, he had 
beckoned to Alison and taken her out and back into that 
bathroom. And beaten her again. Only this time not his 
hand but with an awful, awful cane. With her bent across 
a chair. Her skirt up. First with her knickers up, the cane 
across those tight, blue St Alwyns knickers, and then with 
them down. The cane across her bare bottom. “Just show- 
ing you what it's like,’ he had said, in quite a friendly 
voice. 

Alison could still feel it now, the cut of that truly awful 
cane, as she prepared to go to bed. In her pyjamas and 


just thinking about getting into bed as the door opened. 
Mr Glamling. Smiling. 

Odd, you might say, for Mr Glamling to be calling in 
at this time of night. Closing the door quietly behind him 
and then going over to sit on the bed. Smiling still. 
Beckoning Alison over. 

Mr Glamling of course would say it was not odd at all. 
Just looking after the girls. Individual attention. Personal 
individual attention, that was what St Alwyns could of- 
fer. And that surely is what girls need with parents so 
far away. Oh yes. 

No doubt you could classify as personal individual at- 
tention what was mostly taken place in the bathroom. And 
yes certainly Mr Glamling would put what he was now 
proceeding with in that category. Sliding Alison’s pyjama 
bottoms down. Pulling her over his lap. 

The pretty girl trembling with fearful anticipation. Was 
she going to get another of those dreadful spankings, on 
her still cane-marked bum? For the moment with her py- 
jamas down Mr Glamling was merely stroking it. 

But was that a prelude to spanking...Or what? 


